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MEMOIRS OF SHERLOCK HOLMES- 


SILVER BLAZE. 

AM afraid, Watson, that I shall have to go,’’ 
said Holmes, as we sat down together to our 
breakfast one morning. 

“ (to ! Where to ? ” 

To Dartmoor — to King’s Pyland.” 

I was not surprised. Indeed, my only wonder was 
that he had not already been mixed up in this extra- 
ordinary case, which ^ was the one topic of conversation 
through the length and breadth of England. For a 
iifhole day my companion had rambled about the room 
with his chin upon his chest and ^is brows knitted, 
charging and re-charging ffis pipe with the strongest 
black tobacico, and absolutely deaf to any of my Questions 
or remarks. • Fresh editions of every paptT bad been sent 
up by our newsagent only to be glanced over and tossed 
down into a corner. Ifet, silent as he was, I kne^w per^ 
fectly well what it wavS over which he was brooding. 
There Was but one probleui before the public which could 
oliallenge ^ his jKWvers of analysis,' anti that was the 
singular ,disappdkraiice of the favourite for theWe^^sex 
(•u]), apd the tragic rnjjrder of its trainer. ^ . When, there- 
fore, ife suddenly announced his intention of setting out 
Jor the scene of the ^ama, it was only what I had boCh 
expected and h(^^d for. , 
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tiicsre iPEiere ipmj people wHo had the strongest interest in 
weventing Silver Blsuse froin beinc there at the^fall of the 
flag next Tuesday! 

This fact wa|, of course, appreciated at King^s 
Pyland, where the uolonel’s training stable is situated. 
Every precaution was taken to guard the favourite. The 
trainer, John Straker, is a retired jockey, who rode in 
Colonel Ross’s colours before he became too heavy for the 
weighing chair. He has served the Colonel for five years 
as jockey, and for sefven as trainer, and has always shown 
himself to be a zealous and honest servant. Under him 
were three lads, for the establishment was a small one, 
containing only four horses in all. One of these lads sat 
up each night in the stable, while tho others slept in tjie 
loft. All three bore excellent characters. John Straker, 
who is a married man, lived in a small villa about two 
hundred yards from the stables. He has no children, 
keeps one maid-servant, and is comfortably off. The 
country round is very lonely, but about half a mile to 
the north there* is a small cluster of villas which have 
bean built by a Tavistock contractor for the use of in- 
valids and others who may wish to enjoy the pure Dart- 
moor air. Tavistock itself lies two miles to the west, 
while across the moor, also about two miles distant, is fhe 
larger training •stablishmfnt of Capleton, which belongs 
to Lord Backwater, and is managed by Silas Brown. In 
every either direction the moor is a complete wilderness, 
inhabited only by a few roaming gipsies. ’Such was the 
general situation last Monday night, when the catastrophe 
occuTred. 

On that evening the horses had been exercised and 
watered as usi^al, and the stables were locked iip at nice 
c&lo(^. Two of the lads^^valked up to Jthe trainer’s house, 
where they had supper in the kitchen, white th<j^t|jiird, Ned 
Hunter, remained on guard. *At a few minc^j^es after 
mine the maid, Edith Baxter, carried down to tJ]Ji.5it^bles 
his supper, which consisted of atdie^ of curried mutto,ii. 
.She took*no li<|uifl: as there was vi wate»-tap in the stables,, 
and it was tha rule that*the lad on*duty should drink 
pothing els^ The maid carried a/^dantem witL her. 



as it \m vexj dark, and tiie pktk 'ian aoross'tW ope& 
moor. 

“ Edith Barter was withia thirty yards of the stablsNi 
when a man appeared out of the ^kness and called 1» 
her to stop. As he stepped into the carcle of yellow light 
thrown by the lantern she saw that he was a persoh <Df 
gentlemanly bearing, dresSed in a grey suit of tweed with 
a cloth cap. He wore gai^rs, and carried a h^vy stick 
with a knob to it. She was most impressed, however, by 
the extreme pallor of his face and by the nervousness 
his manner, ^flis age, she thought, would be rather ove* 
thirty than under it. 

“ ‘ Can you tell me where I am ? ’ he asked. ‘ I had 
‘almost made up my mind to sleep on the moor when I 
saw the light of your lantern.’ 

“‘You are close to the King’s Pyland training stables,’ 
she said. 

“ ‘ Oh, indeed ! What a stroke of luck ! ’ he cried. ‘ I 
understand that a stable boy sleeps there alone every 
night. Perhaps that is his supper which you are carrying 
to him. Now I am.sure that you would not be too proud 
to earn the price of a new dress, would yon ? ’ He took a 
piece of white paper folded up out of his waistcoat pocket. 
‘ See that the boy has this to-night, and you shall have 
the prettiest frock that mdhey can buj'.’ 

“ She was frightened by the earnestness of his manner, 
and ran past him to the window through which she was 
accustomed to hand the meals. It was already open, and 
Hunter was seated it the small table inside. ' Shp-had 
begun to tell him of what had happened, wlien JEe 
stranger came up again. 

“ ‘ Good evening,’ said he, looking tla;ough the window, 
‘ I want^ to kftve a word wfth you.’ The girl bas ^orn 
thatyil.he spoke she noticed the corner of the littlp paper 
pac^ protruding from his closed hand. 

" What business have you here ? i asked the lad. 

“ ‘ It’s busing /6iat may put ^omethii^.’into your 
pocket,’ said tJllrer. ‘You’ve /two* horses in for ‘the 
Wessex Cup — Mver Blaze and BayJtd.* Let me have th^ 
sVi'^ht tip, and you won’t joe a loser. Is it a fact that at 
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laie wexguji.8 Bayard conld give the other a hundreji yards 
m five furlongs, and jth^t the stable have put thejr money 
on hita 

‘ So you’re one of ^hose damned touts,’ cried the lad. 
^ Pll show you how we serve them in King’s Pyland.’ He 
sjgang up and rushed across the stable to unloose the dog. 
The girl fled aivay to the house, 'but as she ran she looked 
back, and saw that the stranger was leaning through the 
window. A minute later, however, when Hunter rushed 
put with the hound he^was gone, and though the lad ran 
all round the buildings he failed to find any trace of him.”. 

One moment ! ” 1 asked. Did the stable boy, when 
he ran out with the dog, leave the door unlocked behind 
him ? ” 

“ Excellent, Watson ; excellent ! ” murmured my com- 
panion. ‘‘The importance of the point struck me so 
forcibly, that I sent a special wire to Dartmoor yesterday 
to clear the matter lip. The boy locked the door before 
he left it. The window, I may add, was not large enough 
for a man to get through. 

“ Hunter waited until his fellow grooms had returned, 
when he sent a message up to the trainer and told him 
what had occurred. Straker was excited at hearing the, 
account, although he does not seem to have quite realized 
its true significance. It lefb* him, however, vaguely un- 
easy, and Mrs. Straker, waking at one in the morning, 
found thatf he was dressing. In reply to her inquiries, he 
said that he could not sleep on account of his anxiety 
^out the horses, and that he intended to walk down to 
tli'e*s{ables to see that all was well. She begged him to 
remain at home, as she could hear the rain imUering 
against the windows, but in spite of her entreaties he 
puUti or his large mackintosh and left tho housii^ 

“ Mrs. Straker awoke at seven in^^the morning,; find 
that her husband had not yet returned. She dresse^^her- 
self hastily, called t^e maid, and set off for tlie sta^.h^fTt. 
The door was op^nj inside, hudd|ed ,Wgether upon a 
chair^ Hunler was^suriik in a ^tate ox absojate stupor, the 
favourite's stall was 6liipty, and there were no signs of. his 
trailer*. 



The two lads who slept in the chaflf-eutting lorc.aooye 
the harness-room were quickly roused. Tfi^y had h^ard 
nothin^idurmg the night, for the3%ire both sound sleepers. 
Hunter was obviously under the influence of some power- 
ful drug ; and, as no sense could be’got out of him, he was 
left to sleep it off while the two lads and the two women 
ran out in search of the absentees. They still had hopea 
that the trainer had for some reason taken out the horsO 
for early exercise, but on •ascending the knoll near the 
house, from which all the neighboimng moors were visibly 
they not only could see no signs oi the favourite, but they 
perceived something which warned them that they wero 
in the presence of a tragedy. 

‘‘About a quartet of a mile from the stables, John 
'Straker’s overcoat was flapping from a furze bush. Im- 
mediately beyond there was a bowl-shaped depression in the 
moor, and at the bottom of this was found the dead body 
of the unfortunate trainer. His head had been shattered 
by a savage blow from some heavy weapon, and he was 
wounded in the thigh, where there wgis a long, clean cut, 
inflicted evidently by some very sharp instrument. It 
was clear, however,* that Straker had defended himself 
vigorously against his assailants, for in his right hand he 
held a small knife, which was clotted with blood up to the 
handle, while in his left he^ grasped a^red and black silk 
cravat, which was recognised by the maid as having been 
worn on the preceding evening by the strange who had 
visited the €t{ibles. 

“ HunteV, on recov^ing from his stupor, was also quite 
positive as to the ownership of the cravat, 
equally certain that the same stranger had, while stand- 
ing at* the window, drugged his curried mutton, and so 
deprived |he stables of their gyatchman. 

“ AySjt^ th^ rfliissing horse, there were abunuaut 
in thq lAud which laylat the bottom of t^Je fatal hollow, 
that le had beeii there at the time of the struggle. BuJlr 
JWBfr that morning he has disappeaned ; and ajthough a 
large reward has Rea^ffered, and all the gipwes of Dart- 
moor are on the..alm, no news has of him. Finally 
an analysis has gbown that the remains of his supper, left 



w tite%t4bl0 lad, eoatem an apprma&» quantity of pow- 
i|i^^opium^wMe the people of the house partook of the 
mme dirii on the same/^ight without any ill effiert. 

^ Those are the main foots of the case stripped of all 
eurmise and stated al; baldly as possible. I shall now 
recapitulate what the police have done iu the matter. 

/ ‘^Insf^ctor Gregory, to whom the case been com- 
tnitted, is an extremely competent officer. Were he but 
gifted with imagination he might rise to great heights in 
his profession.* On hjs arrival he promptly found and 
arrested the man upon whom suspicion naturally rested. 
There was little difficulty in finding him, for te was 
thoroughly well known in the neighbourhood. His name, 
it apjiears, was Fitzroy Simpson. He a man of excellent 
birth and education, who had squandered a fortune upon 
the turf, and who lived now by doing a little quiet and 
genteel bookmaking in the sporting clubs of London. 
An examination of his betting-book shows that bets to 
the* amount of five thousand pounds had been registered 
by him against the favourite. / 

On being arrested he volunteered the statement that 
he had come down to Dartmoor in* the hope of getting 
some information about the King’s Pyland horses, and 
also about Desborough, the second favourite, which was ip 
charge of Silas Brpwn, at the Capleton stables. He did 
not attempt to deny that be had acted as described upon 
the evening before, but declared that he had no sinister 
designs, and had simply wished to obtain first-hand in- 
formation. When confronted with the cravat he turned 
^le, and was utterly unable to account for its 
p*esence in the band of the murdered man. His wet 
clot-hing showed that he had been out in the storm of the 
nig^t before, and his stick,, which was a Penapg lawyer, 
weighted with lead, was just such a weapbn as slight, by 
repeated blow^, have inflicted the terrible injuries to 
which the trainer had succumbed. 

‘‘On jthe other hand, there waa no wound upSB"^tS 
person, thq^stal^ of StrakePa^linrfe j^onld show that 
one, at least, of his,,assailant8 must bear his mark upon 
him. There you have it all in a nutsh^\l, Watson, and if 



yon cm give me my light I ahall be m&nitely 0]fliged 

* 

I had listened with the greatest Interest to the .state- 
ment which Holmes, with characteristiic clearness, had laid 
before me. ThOugtTmost of the facts were familiar to me, 
I had not suiBciently appreciated their relative importance, 
nor their connection with each other. 

Is it not possible,” I suggested, ‘‘ that the indsed 
wound upon Straker may have been caused by his "own 
knife in the convulsive struggles vAich follow any brain 

injury? 

It is more than possible ; it is probable,” said Holmes.. 

In that case, one of the main points in favour of the 
accused disappears.” 

‘‘ And yet,” said I, even now I fail to understand what 
the theory of the police can be.” 

^‘I am afraid that whatever theory we state has very 
grave objections to it,” returned my companion. The 
police imagine, 1 take it, that this ^Fitzroy Simpson,, 
having drugged the lad, and having in some way obtained 
a duplicate key, opened the stable door, and took out the 
horse, with the intention, apparently, of kidnapping him 
altogether. His bridle is missing, so that Simpson must 
have put it on. Then, having left the door open behind 
him, he was leading the horSe away ov^r the moor, when 
he was either met or overtn,ken by the trainer. A row 
naturally endued, Simpson beat out the trainei's braina 
with his heavy stick without receiving any injury from the 
small knife w^hich Straker used in self-defence, and then 
Ihe thief either led the horse on to some secret Bflffin^ 
place, Qjr else it may have bolted during the struggle, jyid 

now wandering out on tl^e moors. That is the case as 
it app^ars.*to th% police, and iAprobable as it is, aU oAer 
explaiLjttVns are more ^jinprobable still. However, I shall 
very c|vckly tesV the matter when I am bnce upon the 
Opwi^nd until then I really cannot ^ee how we can gef 
'much further thaif*o^present position.” 

It was eveniiig^eftre w§ reached the litTIe town'.gf 
Tavistock, whiclr lies, like the boss •of •a shield, in the 
middle of the bjfge circle of Dartmoor. Jhvo gentlemen 
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were awcgting us at the station ; the one a tall fair man 
wfeh lion-like hair^ a^ beard, and curiously penetrating 
light b^ue eyes, the ofher a small alert person,*^ very neat 
a.nd d app er, in a fropk-coat and gaiters, with trim little 
side-whiskers and an eye-glass. The latter was Colonel 
jRoss, the well-known sportsman, the other Inspector 
Gregory, a man who was rapidly making his name in the 
English detective service. 

am delighted that you have come down, Mr, 
Holmes,” said the Golcnel “ The Inspector here has 
done all that could possibly be suggested ; but I wish to 
leave lio stone unturned in trying to avenge poor Straker, 
and in recovering my horse.” 

^‘‘Have there been any fresh developments?” asked 
Holmes. 

I am sorry to say that we have made very little 
progress,” said the Inspector, ^^We have an open car- 
riage outside, and as you would no doubt like to see the 
place before the light fails, we might talk it over as we 
drive.” 

A minute later we were all seated in a comfortable 
landau and were rattling through the quaint iid Devon 
shire town. Inspector Gregory was full of his case, ^>nd 
poured out a stream of remarks, while Holmes threw in 
an occasional question or inteu ection. Colonel Ross leaned 
back with his arms folded and his hat tiltad over his eyes, 
while I listened with interest to the dialogue of the two 
detectives Gregory was formulating bis theory, wh:ch 
was almost exactly what Holmes hafti foretold in the t ain. 

net is drOTii pretty close round Fitzroy Simps: n,” 
he remarked, and I believe myself that he is our mo/ . 
At the same time, I recognise that the evidence is purely 
cir^j^im^tantial, and that sPine new devel<?jjnieni may up- 
set it.” 

How aboutpStraker’s knife ? ” 

• We have quite come to the conclusion thW;a:«i;« 
wounde^miimself in^is fall.” 

My fnWid Di\ Watson made tWStfv^iggestion to me as 
we came down. < If^'so, it would tell gainst this man 
Siippspn.” 
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II 


^ Undoubtedly. He has neither a knife nor aijy sigh'of a 
wound. ^The e videpoe against him^s c^ertainly very strc^pg. 
He had* a great interest in the disappearance -of the 
favourite, he lies undei the suspicion of having poisoned 
the stable boy, he was undoubtedly out in the storm, he 
was armed with a heavy stick, and his cravat was found in 
the dead man s hand. I really think we have enough to 
go before a jury.” 

Holmes shook his head. A clever counsel would tear 
it all to rags,” said he. Why shduld he take the horse 
out of the stable ? If he wished to injure it, why could he 
not do it there ? Has a duplicate key been found in his 
possession ? What chemist sold him the powdered opium ? 
•Above all, where could he, a stranger to the district, hide 
a horse, and such a horse as this ? What is his own ex- 
planation as to the paper which he wished the maid to 
give to the stable boy ? ” 

“He says that it was a ten-pound note. One was found 
in his purse. But your other difficuljries are not so for- 
midable as they seem. He is not a stranger to the dis- 
trict. He has twice lodged at Tavistock in the summer. 
The opium was probably brought from Ix>ndon. The key, 
having served its puq^ose, would be hurled away. The 
ficrse may lie at the bottom of one of the pits or old mines 
upon the moor.” 

What does he say about the cravat ? ” 

‘‘He ackn^owledges that it is his, and declares that he 
had lost it. But a new element has been introduced into 
the case which may account for his leading the horse from 
the stable.” 

Holijries pricked up his ears. 

“We have found tmces which show that a party oi 
gipsies eficami^i^d on Moiida 3 f night within a miW of*the 
spot wliej-e the ihurdei|,took place. On Tuesday they were 
gone.|[ , I^ow, prQ^uming that there was som6 understanding 
Simpson and these gipsies, ^might he not h^e 
been leading the^hot% to them when he was #li<?>taken, 
and may they not^’a^^ him now?” 

“ Jt is cert aii^' possible.” 

^‘The moor i&beinfr scoured for these innsies. d have 



MMHofRS smmi&cit hoimbs. 

every stable aa4 outhouse in Tavistock, and 
radius of ten milea.” 

Theie is another training stable quite close, i under- 
stand ? 

Yes, and that is a factor which we must certainly not 
V neglect. As Desborough, their horse, was second in the 
betting, they had an interest in the^ disappearance of the 
favourite, Silas Brown, the trainer; is known to have had 
large bets upon the event, an^ he was no frienii to poor 
Stiver, We have, however, examined the stables, and 
there is nothing to connect him with the aiFair/* « 

And nothing to connect this man Simpson with the 
interests of the Capleton stable ? ” 

Nothing at all.” • 

Holmes leaned back in the carriage and the conversation 
ceased. A few minutes later our driver pulled up at a 
neat little red-brick villa with overhanging eaves, which 
stood by the road. Some distance oflf, across a paddock, 
lay a long grey-tiled out-buildmg. In every other direc- 
tion the low curves* of the moor, bronze-coloured from the 
fading ferns, stretched away to the sky-line, broken only 
by the steeples of Tavistock, and by a clu‘?ter of houses 
away to the westward, which marked the Capleton stables^ 
We all sprang out with the exception of Holmes, who 
continued to lean btfck with hi# eyes fixed upon the sky in 
front of bim, entirely absorbed in his own thoughts. It 
^ was only Vhen I touched his arm that he roused himself 
with a violent start and stepped out of the carriage. 

‘‘ Excuse me,” said he, turning •bo Colonel Ross, who 
i2iRri?5nked at him in some surprise. “ I was day-dream- 
ing^” There was a gleam in his eyes and a suppressed 
excitement in his manner which convinced me, used as I 
wasoto kis ways, that his hftnd was upon g clue, ‘.though I 
could not imagine where he had foi|nd it' 

“ Perhaps yoU would prefer at once to gK on to tbi=^r*eTif^ 
df«the crime, Mr. Holmes ? ” said Grregory. 

‘‘ I that I b&ould prefer tofet^ here a little and 
gcj^pto one dr two ^uesl ions of detail! ‘wtjraker was brought 
bat'K here, I presume?'” 

‘gYes, he lies^jupstairs. The inquest is?|o-morrow.” 



«He lias ii you# sbuie jeoro, CAoud« 

Boss?” 

I havo^lways foimd him an ezo^ept Bemfat.”, . 

“ I pfesume that yon vade an inventoiy of what W had 
in his pockets at the tioK of bis dea^, lospector?” 

“ I have the things themselves in the sitting-room if 
you .would care to see them.” 

“ I should be very ^lad.” 

We all filed into the fro^t room and sat round the 
central taflSle, while the Inspector unlocked a square tin 
box and laid a small heap of things before us. There was 
a box of vestas, two inches of tallow candle, an a.d.p. br^- 
root pipe, a pouch of sealskin witS half an ounce of long- 
cut Cavendish, a silver watch with a gold chain, five 
shvereigns in gold, an aluminium pencil-case, a few pap^ 
and an ivory-handled knife with a very dehcate inflexible 
blade marked Weiss and Co., London. 

“ This is a very singular knife,” said Holmes, lifting it up 
and examining it minutely. “ I presume, as I see blood- 
stains upon it, that it is the one which wag found in the dead 
man’s grasp. Watson, this knife is surely in your line.” 

“ It is what we call a cataract knife,” said I. 

“ I thought so. A very delicate blade devised for very 
delicate work. A strange thing for a man to carry with 
him upon a rough expedition, especial^ as it would not 
shut in his pocket.” ’’ 

“ The tip was guarded by a disc of cork which we found 
beside his body,” said the Inspector, “ His wife tells us 
that the knife had lain for some days upon the dressing- 
table, and that he had’ picked it up as he left the rgftflj. 
It was a poor Weapon, but perhaps the best that he could 
lay his hand on at the moment.” 

“ Very possibly. How abot^ these papers ? ” 

“ Thr^ of, them are receipted hay-dealers’ accounts. 
One of them is ayettei^of instructions from Colonel jRoss. 
This cfher is a*milliner’s account for thirty-seven pounds, 
made out ^y Madame Lesuriei; of Rond Street, fb 
'William Darbyshiie.,‘^rs. Straker tpUs Us t^#«^arby- 
shire was a friend Mr husband’s, .and ’that occasion)^,, 
his letters were Addressed here.” 



"Kladame Darbyshire had somewhat expensive tastes/^ 
•emarkfi^ Holmes, glanoing down the account. “ Twenty- 
mo guineas is rafief heavy for a single costiune. How- 
ever,; there appears to be nothing more to learn, and we 
may now go down to the scene of the crime.” 

As we emerged from the sitting-room a woman who had 
been waiting in the passage took a step forward and laid 
ier hand upon the Inspector’s sleeA^e. Her face was 
haggard, and thin, and eag§r ; stamped with the print of 
i recent horror.' 

Have you got taem ? Have you found them ? ” she 
[wmted. 

‘^No, IVIrs. Straker; but Mr. Holmes, here, has come 
from London to help us, and we shall do all that is pos- 
sible.” 

Surely I met you in Plymouth, at a garden party, 
some little time ago, Mrs. Straker,” said Holmes. 

No, sir; you are mistaken.” 

Dear me ; why, I could have sworn to it. T’ou wore a 
jostume of dove-,coloured silk with ostri(,*h feather trim- 
ming.” 

1 never had such a dress, sir," answered the lady. 

“ Ah; that quite settles it," said Holmes ; and, with an 
ipology, he followed the Inspector outside. A sliort vvdk 
icross the moor took us to the hollow in which the body 
oad been found. * At the bf^ink of it was the furze bush 
jpon which the coat, had been hung. 

‘‘There was no wind that night, I understand,” said 
Elolmes. 

‘‘ No me ; but very heavy rain.” 

^ in that case the overcoat was not Idown against the 
“lUrze bushes, but placed there.” 

“ Yes, it was laid across ^he bush.” 

^ You fill me with interest. I perceive tlmt the ground 
las been trampled up a good deali Nh^^doubt many feet 
lave been since Monday night.” 

“ A piece of matlirf^ has been laid here at the sidtl, 
ve hir^f tell stood upon that.” 

Excellent.” 

1“ In this bag I Tiave one of the bdi^ts which Straker 



wore, one of Fitzroy Simpson's shoes, and a tjast/ hor/^e 
shoe of Silver Blaze.” 

“ My dear Inspector, you surpass yourselt I " 

Holmes took the bag, and descending into the hollow 
he pushed the matting into a more central position. Then 
stretching himself upon his face and leaning his chin 
upon his hands he made a direful study of the trampled 
mud in front of him. ^ 

“ Halloa ! ” said he, suddenly, what's this ? ” 

It was a wax vesta, half burned, wiiich was so coated 
with mud that itiooked at first like a little chip of wood. 

“ I cannot think how I came to overlook it,” said the 
Inspector, with an expression of annoyance. 

It was invisible, buried in the mud. I only saw it 
because I was looking for it.” 

‘‘ What ! You expected to find it ? ” 

I thought it not unlikely.” He took the boots from 
the bag and compared the impressions of each of them 
"•with marks upon the ground. Then he plambered up to 
the rim of the hollow and crawled about among the ferns 
and bushes. 

I am afraid that there are no more tracks,” said the 
Inspector. ‘‘ I have examined the ground very carefully 
for a hundred yards in each direction.” 

Indeed ! ” said Holmes, rising, “ I should not have the 
impertinence to do it again after what you say. , But I 
should like to^take a little walk over the moors before it 
. grows dark, that I may know my ground to-morrow, and 
I think that I shall put this horse-shoe into my pocket 
luck.” 

Colonel Eoss, who had shown some signs of impatience 
at jny companion’s quiet and sy^f^ematic method of work, 
glanced at liis '^a^^h, 

I wish ^’oTffrfoiild conje back with me, Inspector,” said 
he. are ^U'eral points on which 1 should like your 

adisi^^ud especially as to whether we do not owe jt to 
tbte public to remove •ju^'Aiorse’s name f^om the fc\r 

the C/up.” * 

Certainly not,J?" bried Holmes, with ’ decision ; ‘‘ U 
shouPd let the stand.” . 
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Ifhe Sajtonel bowed. I am very glad to have had 
opinion, sir,^ edid he. You will find #us at poor 
Strakar’s house when you hftve finished your walk, and 
we can drive together into Tavistock.” 

He turned back with the Inspector, while Holmes and 
I walked slowly across the moor. The sun was beginning 
to sink behind the stables* of Capleton, and the long 
sloping plain in front of us was tinged with gold, deepen- 
ing into rich, ruddy brown where the faded ferns and 
brambles caught the evening light. But the glories of 
the landscape were all wast^ upon my companion, who 
was sunk in the deepest thought. 

“ It’s this way, Watson,” he said, at last. We may 
leave the question of who killed John Straker for the 
instant, and confine ourselves to finding out what has 
become of the horse. Now, supposing that he broke 
away during or after the tragedy, where could he have 
gone to? The horse is a very gregarious creature. If 
left to himself his instincts would have been either to 
return to King’s Pyland or go over to Capleton. Why 
should he run wild upon the moor ? He would surely 
have been seen by now. And why should gipsies kidnap 
him ? These people always clear out when they hear, of 
trouble, for they, do not wish to be pestered by the police^ 
They could not hope to sell such a horse. They would 
ran a great risk and gain nothing by taking him. Surely 
that is clear.” 

“ Where is he, then ? ” 

have already said that he must nave gone to King’s 
Pyland or to Capleton. He is not at King^s Pyland, there- 
fore he is at Capleton. Let us take that as a working 
hypothesis, and see whatsit leads us to. Thi^ part of the 
moorj as the Inspector remarked, is \Vry:. bare! and dry. 
Bat it falls i^way towards Capletdii, an^ you can see from 
, here that there is a long hollow over yotider, wlijfch must 
hav^Jjeen very wet on Monday nighty If our supJWWiion 
^ thep the horse muslj^ave ei'ossed that, and 

here is the point^where we should l^k for his tracks.” 

We had been walking briskly durii^ this conversation, 
wadi a fow ^ore brouirht usi to the hollow in 



question. At Holmes’ request I liralked do^ the' 
to the right, and he to the left, b«t 1 not taken', 
paces befjre I heard hiin give shout, and hm 
waving his hand to me. The track of a horse was plainly 
outliu^ in the soft earth m front W him, and the shoe 
which he took from his pocket exactly fitted the im- 
pression. ’ 

“See the value of imagination,” sajd Holmes. “It m 
the one quality which Gregory lacks. ! We imaigined what 
might have happened, acted upon the supposition, and find 
ourselves justified. Let -us proceed.” 

We crossed the marshy bottom and passed over a 
quarter of a mile of dry, hard turf. Again the ground 
sloped and again we came on the tracks. Then we lost 
them for half a mile, but only to pick them up once more 
quite close to Capleton. It was Holmes who saw them 
first, and he stood pointing with a look of triumph upon 
his face. A man’s track was visible beside the horse’s. 

“ The horse was alone before," I cried. 

“Quite so. It was alone before. Halloa I what is 
this?” 

The double track turned sharp off and took the direc- 
tion of King’s Pyland. Holmes whistled, and we both 
ftdlowed along after it. His eyes were on the trail, but I 
happened to look a little tp one side, .and saw to my sur- 
prise the same tracks coming back again in the opposite 
direction. 

“One foi- you, Watson,” said Holmes, when I pointed 
it out; “you have saved us a long walk which would 
have brought us back on our own traces. Let us'^oihi^^ 
the return track.” 

We *had not to go far. It ended at the paving' of 
asphalt which led up to the g^Aes of the Capleton, stages. 
As we appvc^aciii^ a groom ran out from them. 

“ We you’re, waht an^ loiterers about hers,” said he. 

“ only wished to ask a question,” said Holmes, wit’d 
Tills finger and thumUin his waistcoat pocke-t. ^.^li^ouid 1 
be too early to see'jvo^ master, Mr. Silas Bro^u; if I ^er« 
to call at five o’^ ik to-mor/ow morning.? ” 

f* Bless you, si^ if any one is about he will he. int h'i^ is 



f« MJEMOIRS OF HOLUBS 

the ^rst stirpng. But here be is, sir, to answer 
^uf/questiqns for Simself No, sir, no; it's as much as 
inj j^a0a is worth to lit him see me touch yoKr money, 
After^rds, if you like,” 

As Sherlock Holmes replaced the half-crown which he 
had drawn from his pocket, a fierce-looking elderly man 
Strode out from the gate with a hunting-crop swinging in 
his hand. 

What’s this, Dawson ?”che cried. “No gossiping! 
Go about your businriss! And you — what the devil do 
you want here ? ” 

“Ten minutes' talk with you, my good sir,*^ said 
Holmes, in the sweetest of voices. 

“ I’ve no time to talk to every gadabout. We want no 
strangers here. Be off, or you may find a dog at your 
heels.” 

Holmes leaned forward and whispered something in the 
trainer’s ear. He started violently and flushed to the 
temples. 

“ It’s a lie ! ” he ehoiited. “ An infernal lie ! 

“Very good ! Shall we argue about it here in public, 
or talk it over in your jmrlour ? ” 

“ Oh, come in if you wish to.” 

Holmes smiled. “ I shall not keep you more than 0 
few minutes, Watspn,” he sai^. “ Now, Mr. Brown, I am 
quite at your disposal.” 

It was quite twenty minutes, and the reds had all laded 
into greys before Holmes and the trainer ^ reappeaivd. 
Never have 1 seen such a change as had been brought 
aboui* in Silas Brown in that short time. His face was 
ashy pale, beads of perspiration shone upon his brow, and 
hi^ hands shook until the hunting-crop wagged like a 
branch, in the wind. His^ bulljing, overbearing manner 
was all gone too, and he cringed along atjhiy companion’s 
side like a dog with its master. 

♦ ^ “ Your instructions will be done. It* ihall be ilone,” 
«aid 

Tmei^must, her no mistake, ”yi;alu Holmes, looking" 
%ftiid at him. The^other winced as ir read the menace 
infhis eves. 



Ob, nOf there shall be no mistake. It sbaB be thrffe, 
Should I change it first or not ? 

Holmes mought a little and then burst out laughing. 

No, don%*' said he, I shall write t# you abput it. No 
tricks now or ” 

Oh, you can trust me, you can trust me ! ” 

‘^You must see to it on»the day as if it were your 
own.” 

“ You can rely upon me.” 

Yes, I think I can. Well, you shJll hear from me to- 
morrow.” He turned upon his heel, disregarding the 
trembling hand which the other held out to him, and we 
set off* for King’s Pyland. 

^ A more perlhct compound of the bully, coward and 
sneak than Master Silas Brown I have seldom met with,” 
remarked Holmes, as we trudged along together. 

‘‘He has the horse, then ? ” 

“He tried to bhister out of it, but I described to him so 
Vxactly what his actions had been upon that morning, that 
he is convinced that I was watching him. Of course, you 
observed the peculiarly square toes in the impressions, 
and that his own boots exactly corresponded to them. 
Again, of course, no subordinate would have dared to have 
done such a thing. 1 describ^nl to him how when, 
according to his custo]n, he ?ras the first dowTi, he per- 
ceived a stninge liorse wandering over the moor; how he 
went out to it,^a,n(l his astonishment at recognising from 
the white forehead which lias given tlje favourite its name 
that chance had put iu^his pov/er the only horse whicli 
could beat the tme upon whicli he liad ]mt; his money. 
Then 1 d(iscril)ed ijow his first impulse had been to lead 
lurn liack to King's Pylaiid, and Jiow the devil had sliown 
him how )ie*coulcUhide the horse until the race was^oveif 
and jiow’ h(j ha l led it b^ek and (‘oncealed it at ( apletou. 
When I jtold hini every detail he gave it up, tind thought 
OTjlyNj ftf »iivmg his own skin.” 

But his stables Ifaxl H|een searched.”^ 

“ Oh, an old horse- ^aker like Jiim has inaby a dodge.” 

‘‘But are you uqA^afraid to leave the torse in his powe 
now% •since be has ^very interest in injuring ” 



deftr fellow, be will guard it as the apple of bis 
^ He Allows ^baPbis only hope of mercy ig to produce 
it 

Colonel Ross did not impress me as a man who would* 
be likely to show much mercy in any case/* 

The matter does not rest with Colonel Ross I follow 
my own methods, and tell aa much or as little as I choose. 
That is the advantage of l^eing unofficial, I don\ kno^ 
whether you observed it, Watson, but the Col' nel’s inannei 
has been just a trifle caya-lier to me. I am inclined laow 
to have a little amusement at his expense. Say^ nothing 
to him about the horse.” 

Certainly not, without your permission.” 

And, of course, this is all quite a minor case coin 
pared with the question of who killed John Straker/ 

“ And 3 "oii will devote yourself to that ? ” 

“ On the contrar}', we both go back to London by the 
night train.” 

I was thunderstruck by my friend’s words. We had^ 
only been a few hours in Devonshire, and that he should 
give up an investigation which he had begun so brilliantly 
was quite incomprehensible to me. Not a word more 
could 1 draw from him until we were back at the trainer’s 
house. The Colonel and the Inspector were awaiting us 
in the parlour 

My friend and I return to town by the midnight ex- 
})ress, ” said Holmes. ‘^We have had a charming little 
breath of your boautiful Dartmoor air. ” 

The Inspectox opened his eyes, and the Colonel’s lips 
curfed in a sneer. 

So you despair of arresting the murderer of poor 
Straker,” said he. 

Holmes shrugged liis shoulders. “ There are ceidainly 
grave difficulties in the way,” "’aid he. I have every 
hope, however, that your horse will start upon • Tuesday, 
and 1 beg tliat you will have your jockey in readinq^s. 
MiguMf ask for a photograph of John Straker? ” * 

The Inspector took one from an envelope in his pocket 
md handed it to him, 

dear Gregory, jou anticipate dll my wants. If I 
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miglit ask you to wait here for an instant, I ijare a que^ 

tion wbicl^ I should like to put to tie maid. 

must say that I am^ rather disappointed in our 
London consultant,” said Colonel Jioss, bluntly, as my 
friend left the room. I do not see that we are any 
further than when he came.” 

At least, you have his assurance that your horse will 
run,” said I. 

Yes, I have his assurance,” saidf the Colonel, with a 
shrug of his shoulders. should prefer to have the 
horse.”* 

I was about to make some reply in defence of my 
friend, when he entered the room again. 

• Now, gentlemen,” said he, 1 am quite ready for 
Tavistock.” 

As we stepped into the carnage one of the stable lads 
held the door open for us. A sudden idea seemed to 
occur to Holmes, for he leaned forward and touched the 
lad upon the sleeve. 

You have a few sheep in the paadock,” he said* 

Who attends to them ? ” 

1 do, sir.” 

“ Have von noticed anything amiss with them of 
late?” 

Well, sir, not of much account ; but three of them 
have gone lame, sir.” 

I could see i hat Holmes was extremely pleased, for he 
chuckled and rubbed his^ hands together. 

‘‘ A long shot, Watvson ; a very long shot ! ” said he, 
pinching my arm. “ Grregoiy, let me recommend to your 
attentionKhis singular epidemic among the sheep. Drivfe 
on, coachman ! ” 

Colonel jlpss. sl^ill wore an expression which showed the 
poor 'opink)h which he* had formed of my^companion's 
ability, but 1 saw by the Inspector s face that his atten- 
tiisin had been keenly aroused. , ^ 

You consider th/^t be important ? ” ho asl^vu. 

‘‘Exceedingly sa” 

“ Is there any other point to which you would wish tci 
draV my. at<};ention f ” 
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^To the/ curious incident of the dog in the night 

^^The dog did nothing in the night-time.” 

^•That was the cflrious incident,” remarked Sherlock 
Holmes. 

Four days later Holmes and I were again in the train 
bound for Winchester, to se^ the nice for the Wessex Cup. 
Colonel Eoss met us^ hy appointment, outsir / the station, 
and we drove in his drag to the course beyond the town. 
His face was grave and his manner was cold in jthe ex- 
treme. 

I have seen nothing of my horse,” said he. 

I suppose that you would know him when you sficw 
him ? ” asked Holmes. 

The Colonel was very angry. I have been on the turf 
for twenty years, and never was asked such a question 
as that before,” said he. child would know Silver 
Blaxe with his white forehead and his mottled off forb^ 
leg.” 

How is the betting ? ” 

Well, that is the curious part of it. You could have 
got fifteen to one yesterday, but the price has become 
shorter and shorter, until you can hardly get three to 
one now.” * 

Hiun ! ” said Holmes. Somebody knows something, 
that is clear ! ” 

As the drag drew up in the enclosure near the grand 
stand, I glanced at the card to see the entries. It ran : — 

^ Wessex Plate. 50 sovs. each, h ft, with 1,000 sovs. addel, for four 
and five-year olds. Second 1*300. Third £200. Kewcoui^e (one mile 
and five furlong’s). 

1. ‘ Mr. Heath Newtons The Negro (red capjj^cinr.aihon jacket). 

2. Col OT) Wardlaw’a Pugilist (pink cap, blue and black jacket). 

‘3. Lord heckwater’s Deshorough (fellow cap unH sloeves). 

4, Colonel Ross’s Silver Blaze (black cap, red jacket).. ’ 

5. Dulie of Balnioral’s Iris (yellow and black stripes). . 

Lord Singloford’s Kasper (purjile^vapj^ (black sleeves). 

scratched our ot^ier one and put all hopes on 
your, word,” said the Colonel. “Why, what is that? 
Silver Blar'e^avourite ? ” 
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Five to four against Silver Blaze ! ” roared the ring. 

P'ive to four against Silver Blaze ! fifteen to five against 
Desborougfi ! Five to four gn the Geld T” 

There are the numbers up,” I cried. They are all 
six there.” 

^^AIl six there! Then my horse is running,” cried the, 
Colonel, in great agitation. • ‘‘But I don’t see him. My 
colours have not passed.” 

“ Only five have passed, 'fhis must be he.” 

As I spoke a powerful bay horse •swept out from the 
weigh inclosure and cantered past us, bearing on its 
back the well-known black and red of the Colonel. 

“ That’s not my horse,” cried the owner. That beast 
has not a wliite hair upon its body. AVhat is this that you 
have done, Mr. Holmes ? ” 

“ Well, well, let us see how he gets on,” said my 
friend, imperturbably. For a few minutes he gazed 
througli my field-glass. “ Capital ! An excellent start ! ” 
be cried suddenly. “ There they are’, coming round the 
curve ! ” 

From our drag we had a superb view as they came up 
the straight. The six horses were so close together that a 
carpet could have covered them, but half way up tlie 
yellow of the Capleton stable showed to the front. Before 
they reached us, however, D^sboroughVbolt was shot, and 
the Coloners liorse, coming away with a rush, passed the 
post a good six lengths before its rival, tiie ^)uke of 
Balmoral’s Iris making a bad third. 

** It’s my race anyno^,' g<i^ped the Colonel, passing his 
hand over his eyes. “ I confess that I can make neither 
head no4>tail of it. Don’t you think that you have kept 
ug your mystery long enough, Mr. Holmes 

Certaiiily, C(i^onel. You snail know everything. Jmt 
us all go ^round aud hjgtve a look at the horse together. 
Here he. is,” he continued, as we made our* way into the 
weighing inclosure where only owners and their friends' 
md admittance. '•-.You have only to wash his faci; and 
his leg in spirits of wine and jou wilf fiifd that he is 
same old Silver Blaze as ever.” 

"•You take my breath away!” 
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** I found him in the hands of a faker, and took the 
liberty of running hir i just as he was sent over.” 

‘‘My dear sir, you have done wonders. The horse 
4ooks very fit and wall. It never went better in its life. 

owe you a thousand apologies for having doubted your 
^ability. You have done me a great service by recovering 
my horse. You would do maa greater still if you could 
lay your hands on the murderer of John Straker.” 

“ I have done so,” said Holmes, quietly. 

The Colonel and I^stared at him in amazement. “You 
have got him ! Where is he, then ? ” 

“ He is here.” 

“Here: Where?” 

“ In my company at the present moment 

The Colonel flushed angrily. “I quite recognise that I 
am under obligations to you, Mr. Holmes,” said he, “but 
I must regard what you have just said as either a ver}^ 
bad joke or an insult.” 

Sherlock Holmes laxighed. “ I assure you that T have 
not associated you with the crime, Colonel,” said he; 
“ the real murderer is standing immediately beliind 
you ! ” 

He stepped ])a^i and laid his hand upon the glossy neck 
of the Ihorouglibred. 

“ The horse I ” cried both Jie (^olonrl and myself. 

“ Yes, the hor-e. And it may lessen his guilt if I say 
that it Was done in ^elf-defeiice, and tliat John Straker wa^ 
a man vho w^as eutiiely unworthy of your confidence. 
But til ere go'^s the bell ; and as I" stand to win a little on 
this next race, I sliall defer a more lengthy explanation 
until a moie fitting time.” 

^ We had the comer of aH^ullman ear tp ourSelves tliat 
evening ik we whirled Imck to J^pndon, and X fancy that 
the journey vras a short one to Colonel Jto^s as well as tc 
myself, as we listened to our companion’s narratives of thi 
events which had 0 (*curred at the Dartmoor trainin^^ 
sables upon th(tt Monday night, and the means by whicl 
he had unravelled 1hem. 

“ i confess,” said 'he, “ that any theories which I hac 



sums: Sl4Z& 


formed from the newspaper reports were entirely erroneous* 
And yet there were indications there|had they •not been 
overlaid by oftxer details whichjconcealed tBeir true im^prt. 
t went to Devonshire with the conviction that Fitzroy 
Simpson was tlie true culprit, although, of course, I saw 
that the evidence against him was by no means complete. 

^ It was while I was in the carriage, just as we reached 
the trainer’s house, that the immense significance of the 
curried mutton oceuiTed to Ae. You may remember 
that I was distrait, and remained sitting after you had all 
alighted. ^ I was marvelling in my own mind how I 
could possibly have overlooked so obvious a clue.” 

I confess,” said the Colonel, that even now I cannot 
nee bow it helps us.” 

‘^It was the first link in my chain of reasoning. 
Powdered opium is by no means tasteless. The flavour is 
not disagreeable, but it is precepiible. Were it mixed 
with any ordinary dish, the eater would undoubtedly 
c^jptect it, and would probably eat no more. A curry was 
exactly the medium which would disgilise this taste. 
By no possible supposition could this stranger, Fitzroy 
Simpson, have caused curry to be served in the trainer’s 
family that night, and it is surely too monstrous a coinci- 
dencS to suppose that he happened to come along with 
])owdered opium upon the very •night wheJh a dish hap- 
fxened to be served which would disguise the flavour. 
That is unthinkable. Therefore Simpson becomes elimi- 
nated from the case, and our attention centres upon 
Straker and his wife, the ^nly two peojxle who could have 
chosen curried mutton for supper that night. The opium 
Vas added the dish was set aside for the stable boy, 
for the others had the same for simper with no ill effects. 
►Which of thto, tbgn, had accessTO that dish without the 
maid seeing therh ? 

‘‘ Before . deciding that question I had grasped the 
sigjj^ificance of the silence of the dog, for one true in- 
ference invariably suggests others. The Simpson ingi- 
clent had shown me that a dog was kept in tlte stables, and* 
yet, though someone bad been in and (had fetched out a 
horse, he had not barked enough to ar^^use the two lads 
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in the lofl. Obviously the midnight visitor was someone 
whom the dog kne’* well. 

was already convinced, or almost cohvinced, that* 
John Straker went down to the stables in the dead of th^* 
night and took out Silver Blaze. For what purpose? 
For a dishonest one, obviously, or why should he drug his 
own stable boy ? And ye^ I was at a loss to know why. 
There have been cases before now where trainers hav^ 
made sure of great sums of money by laying against their 
own horses, through agents, and then prevented them 
from winning by fiaud.^ Sometimes it is a pulling jockey. 
Sometimes it is some surer and subtler means. What was 
it here ? I hoped that the contents of his pockets might 
help me to form a conclusion. 

‘‘And they did so. You cannot have forgotten the 
singular knife which was found in the dead man’s hand, a 
knife w^hich certainly no sane man would choose for a 
weapon. It was, as Dr. Watson told us, a form of kni^ * 
which is used for the most delicate o})erations known m 
surgery. And it was to be used for a delicate operation 
that night. You must know, with your wide experience 
of turf matters, Colonel Koss, that it is pobsible to make a 
slight nick upon the tendons of a horse’s ham, and to do 
it subcutaneously so as to leave absolutely no tracb. A 
horse so treated would develop a slight lameness which 
would be put down to a strain iu exercise or a touch of 
rheumatism, but never to foul play.” 

“ Villain ! Scoundrel ! ” cried the Colonel, 

‘^We ha\e here the explaiia-tion of why John Strak^ 
w^h'hed to take the horse out on to the moor. So s])irited 
a creatuie would have certainly rou.sed the soundest of 
sleepers when it felt the prick of the knife. It was abso- 
lutely necessary to do it in the open air,” 

“ I have been blind ! ” cried the Colonel. “ Of course, 
that was why he needed the candle, and struck the 
match.” 

“Undoubtedly. But in examining his belongings, I 
was fortunate enough to discover, not only the method oi 
the crime, but en its motives. As a man of the world, 
Colonel, you know that men do not carry other people’^ 
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bills about in their pockets. We have most pf ns quite 
enough to do to settle our own. I ^t once concluded that 
Straker wa« leading a double life, and* keeping a seeoiKl 
establishment. The nature 'of the bill showed that fhere 
was a lady in the case, and one who had expensive tastes. 
Libeial as you are with your servants, one hardly expects 
that they can buy twenty-guinea walking dresses for their 
women. I questioned Mrs. Straker as to the dress with- 
out her knowing it, and hawing satisfied myself that it 
had never reached her, I made a ni)te of the milliner^s 
address, and felt that by calling there with Straker’s 
photograph, I could easily dispose of the mythical Darby- 
shire. 

From that time on all was plain. Straker had led 
out the horse to a hollow where his light would be 
invisible. Simpson, in his flight, had dropped his cravat, 
and Straker had picked it up with some idea, perhaps, 
that he might use it in securing the horse’s leg. Once in 
the hollow he had got behind the horse, and had struck a 
'light, but the creature, frightened at Uie sudden glare, 
and with the strange instinct of animals feeling that some 
mischief was intended, had lashed out, aud the steel shoe 
had struck Straker full on the forehead. He had already, 
in #pite of the rain, taken off his overcoat in order to do 
his delicate task, and so, as fell, his Jinife gashed his 
thigh. Do I make it clear?” 

Wondeif 111 ! ” cried the Colonel. “Wonderful! You 
might have been there.” 

“ 3Iy final shot was, ^ confess, a very long one. It 
htruck me that so astute a man as Straker would not 
undertake this delicate tendon-nicking without a little 
practice. ’^V'hat could he practice on r My eyes fell upon 
llm sheep, ^nd I asked a question which, rather to mj 
suiprise, showed fhat my surmise was correct.” 

“You have made it perfectly clear, Mr. Hqlmes.” 

“ Wlieti 1 returned to Tiondon I called upon the mil- 
Iffeer, who at once ^recognised Straker as an excellent 
customer, of the name of Darbyshire, who bad a very dash- 
ing wife with a strong partiality for ex^iisive dresses. 1 
have no doubt that this woman had pb^nged him over bead 
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•ad ears in debt, and so led him into iMs mis^tiH 

plot-' . 

.“You have explained all but one thing, cried the 
ColoheL “ Where was the hdrse ? ” 

“Ah, it bolted and was cored for by one of yonr neigh> 
hours. We most have an amnesty in that direction, T 
think. This is Clapham Junction, if I am not mistaken, 
and we shall be in Yictoiia in less than ten minutes. If 
you care to smoke a cigar cin our rooms, Colonel, I shall 
be happy to give <yoa any other details which might 
interest you." 
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N publishing these short sketches, based upon 
the numerous cases which my companion’s 
singular gifts have made me the listener to, 
and eventually the actor in some strange 
drama, it is only natural that I should dwell 
rather upon his successes than upon his failures. And 
this is not so^ much for the sake of his reputation, for 
indeed it was when he was at his wits’ end that his 
energy and his versatility were mo^ admirable, but 
because where he failed it happened too often that no one 
else succeeded, and that the tale was left for ever without 
a conclusion. Now and again, however, it chanced that 
e>fen when he erred the truth was still discovered. I 
^ave notes of some half-dozem cases of fhe kind, of which 
the affair of the second stain, and that which I am now 
about to recount are the two which present the. Strongest 
features of interest. 

Sherlock Holmes wa» a man who seldom took exercise 
for exercise’s sake. Few men were capable of greater 
muscular^effort, and he was undoubtedly one of the linejit 
boxers of his weight that I have ever seen ; but he looked 
uf)on aimiess bodily exertion as a waste of energy, and he 
seldom bestirfecf himself save where there was some profes- 
sional objfect to be served. Then he was abifolutely untir- 
ing and indefatigable. That he should have kept himself 
m training under smch«circumstances is remarkable, b^jtjiis 
diet was usually of the sparest, ai^d his habits were simple 
to the verge of austerity. Save forlthe^occasional use of 
cocaine he had no vices, and hepuly, turned to the •'drug 




p MEitOm MOUSES. 

m a protest dgalnst the monotony of existence when cases 
"wej^ scgnty ^nd the papers uninteresting. 

One day in early spring he had sp far relaxed as to go 
for a waJk with me in the Park, where the first fawi 
shoots of green were breaking out upon the elms, and the 
sticky spearheads of the chestnuts were just beginning 
to burst into their five-fold leaves. For two hours we 
rambled about together, in silence for the most part, as 
befits two men who know eacii other intimately. It was 
nearly five before we were back in Baker Street once 
more. 

^^Beg pardon, sir,” said om page-boy, as he opened 
the door ; there’s been a gentleman here asking for you, 
sir.” 

Holmes glanced reproachfully at me. “So much for 
afternoon walks !” said he. “Has this gentleman gone, 
then ? ” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“ Didn’t you ask him in ? ” 

“Yes, sir; he came in.'" 

“ How long did he wait ? ” 

“ Half an lioiir, sir. He vas a very restless gentleman, 
^ir, a-walkiii’ and a-si ampin’ all the time he was here. I 
piras waitin’ outside the door, sir, and I could hear him. 
At last he goes out into the passage and he cries : ‘ Is 
that man never goiri’ to come?’ Those were his very 
TOrds, sir.. ‘ You’ll only need to wait a little longer,’ <-avs 
[. ‘ Then I’ll wait in the open air, for I feel half choked,’ 

!Kiys he. ‘ I’ll be back before long,’ and with that he ups 
md be outs, and all I conld say wouldn’t hold him back.” 

“ Well, well, you did your best,” said Holmes, as we 
walked into our room. ,“It’s very annoying tliough, 
Watson. I was badly in need of a case and tins look's, 
from the man’s impatience, as if it were of import an<'e. 
Halloa! thats not your pipe on the table! lie must 
have >ft his behind him. A nice old briar, witli a goo^ 
long stem of what the tobacconists call amber. I wonder 
bow many real amber mouthpieces there are in Ijondon. 
Some people think d| fly in it is a sign. Why, it is quite 
St branch of trade, tbP putting of sham flies into the sham 



gimben Well, he must have been disturbed in bis mind 
to leave a pipe behind him whicl^ he evide*ntly values 
highly-’^ 

How do you know that he values if highly? ^ I s^ked. 

‘‘Well, I should put the original cost of the pipe at 
seven-and-sixpenoe. JNTow it Las, you see, been twice 
mended : once in the wooden stem and once in the amber* < 
Each of these mends, done? as you observe, with silver 
r bands, must have cost more lj:ian the pipe did originally* 
The man must value the pipe highlj^ when he prefers to 
patcli 'it up rather than buy a new one with the same 
money/2 

“jAmyihing else?” I asked, for Holmes was turning the 
pi^ about in his hand and staling at it in his peculiar, 
►pensive way. 

He held it up and tapped on it with his long, thin 
forefinger as a professor might who was lecturing on a 
bone. 

Pipes are occasionally of extraordinary interest,’'’ said 
I he. “Nothing has more individually save, perhaps, 
watches and bootlaces. The indications here, however, 
are neither very marked nor \ery important,. The owner 
is obviously a muscular man, left-handed, with an ex- 
celjent set of teeth, careless in his habits, and with no 
need to ])ractise economy.” 

My friend threw out the inlformation in a very off-hand 
way, but I saw that he cocked his eye at me to^see if I 
bad followed hi? reasoning. 

“ You think a man m^st be well-to-do if he smokes a 
seven-shilling pipe? ” said 1. 

“This is Cxro^venor mixture at eightpence an ounce,” 
Holmes uilswered, knocking a little out on his jialm. “As 
hew might an excellent sinfke for half the price, he 
has no need to.jitactise economy.” 

“ And the other ])Oints ? ” 

“ He htivS been in the habit of lighting his 'pipe at lamps 
and gas-jets. You can see that it is quite charred alt 
dbwn one side. Of oobrse, a match cgul^ not have dofte 
that. Why should a man hold a match to the side of his 
pipe ? But you cannot light it a laftvp without getting 





tbe bowl charred. -And it is on the right side of the 
pipe. From that I gather that he is a left-handed man. 
You bold your cwu pi^ to the lamp, and see hoy naturally 
you, being right-handed, hold the left side to the flame. 
You might da it once tbe other way^ but not as aT con- 
stancy. This has always been held so. Then he has 
'bitten through his amber. It takes a muscular, energetic 
fWlow, and one with a good ^et of teeth to do that. But 
if I am not mistaken 1 hear him upon the stair, so we shall 
haVe something moi^ interesting than his pipe to study.” 

An instant later our door opened, and a tall young man 
entered the room. He was well but quietly dressed in a 
dark-grey suit, and carried a brown wide-awake in his 
hand. I should have put him at about thirty, though he 
was really some years older. 

^ I beg your pardon,” said he, with some embarrassmenx ; 

I suppose I should have knocked. Yes, of course I 
should have knocked. The fact is that I am a little 
upset, and you must put it all down to that.” He passed 
his hand over hi§ forehead like a man who is half dazed, 
and then fell, rather than sat, down ujjon a chair. 

I can see that yen have not slej)t ior a night or two,” 
s« id Holmes, in his easy, genial way. That tries a man’s 
nerves more than work, and more even than pleasure. 
May I ask how ,1 can hel]j you ? *’ 

" I wanted ycur advice, sir. I don’t know what to do, 
and mj, whole life seems to have gone to 2 >icees.” 

wish to employ me as a consulting. detective ?” 

‘‘Nit that only. I want youj opinion as a judicious 
man — as a man of the world. I want to know what I ought 
to do next. I hope to God you’ll be able to tell me.” 

• He s];)oke in httk,bbarp^ jorky outbursts, anlHt seemed 
to me that to speak at {dl was very painful tx) him, ^nd 
%hat his will all through was overriding his^ inclinations. 

“ It’s a very delicate thing,” said he. “ One does not 
like to speak of one’s dome^tic affairs to strangers. It 
seems dreadful to discuss the conduj‘t of one’s wife witrh 
tli^o^men whom I have never seen before. It’s horrible lo 
have to do it. But. I’ve got to the end of my tether, and 
I mjist have advicl.P 
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My dear Mr. Grrant Munro — began ftolmes. 

Our victor sprang from his chair, What ! ” he crie^^ 
“ You know my name ? ” 

“ If you wish to preserve your incognito^^ said Holmes, 
smiling, I should suggest that you cease to write yoUr 
name upon the lining of your hat, or else that you tunf 
the crown towards the person whom you are addressing. 
I was about to say that my friend and I have listened, 
to many strange secrets in this rowi, and that we have 
had the good fortune to bring peace to many troubled 
souls. . I trust that we may do as much for you. Might 
I beg you, as time may prove to be of importance, to 
furnish ipe with the facts of your case without further 
delay ? ” 

Our visitor again i)assed his hand overliis forehead as if 
he found it bitterly bard. From every gesture and ex- 
pression I could see that he was a reserved, self-contained 
man, with a dash of pride in his nature, more likely to 
hide his wounds than to expose thenv Then suddenly, 
with a fierce gesture of his closed hand, like one who 
throws reserve to the winds, he began. 

The facts are tliese, Mr. Holmes,"’ said he. I am a 
mg,rried man, and have been so for three years. During 
that time my wife and T havf loved ea«h other as fondly, 
and lived as happily, as any two that ever were joined. 
We have not bad a difference, not one, in thought, or 
word, or deed. And non, since last Monday, there has 
suddenly sprung uj) a Ij^rrier between us, and I find that 
there is something in her life and in her thoughts of 
which 1 know bttle as if the woman who 

brushes by me in tlie street, are estranged, and*I 

want ^o kqpw \^hy 

‘‘Now there, one thing 1 want to impress upon you 
before I gp any fuither, Mr. Holmes: lo\ewS iUe. 

Doiri let’tjiere he any mistake about that. She loves 
frith lier whole hea^t and sonl, and never more than now. 
iTinow it, I feel it. t don’t want to argue about thTSit. 
A mail can tell easily enough when .a^woman loves him. 
Hut tliere’s this secret between^us, find we can nev^r be 
the 'same until it is cleared.*’ 
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Kindlj me have 4he fect 3 , Mr. Munro,” said holmes, 
Kfith so^e impatience. 

^ ril tell you what I know about EflSe’s history. She 
ms a widow when I met her first, though quite young— 
pnly twenty-five. Her name then was Sirs. Hebron. She 
went out to America when she was young and lived in the 
town of Atlanta, where she, married this Hebron, who was 
lawyer with a good practicei They had one child, but 
ilie yellow fever broke out badly in the place, and both 
hushwid and child died of it. I have seen his death cer- 
tificate. This sickbed her of America, and she*' came 
hack to live with a maiden aunt at Pinner, in Middlesex. 
I may mention that her husband had left her comfortably 
off, and that she had a capital of about four thousand five 
hundred pounds, which had been so well invested by him 
that it returned an average of 7 per cent. She had only 
been six months at Pinner when I met her ; we fell in 
love with each other, and we married a few weeks after- 
wards. 

I am a hop merchant myself, and as 1 have an income 
of seven or eight hundred, we found ourselves comfortably 
off, and took a nice eighty-pound-a-year villa at Norbury. 
Our little place was very countrified, considering that it 
is so close t# towm We had an inn and two hou'^es a little 
above us, and a single cottage at the other side of the 
field which faces us, and except those there were no 
houses until you get half-way loathe station.! My business 
took me into town at certain seasons, but in summer 
1 had less to do, and then in our country liome my wife 
and I were just as happy as could be wished. I tell you 
tfiat there never was a shadow between us tmtil this 
% 5 cursed affair began. 

^ There’s one thingT ought to tell yon before I go fur- 
ther* Wheni. we married, my wife made oyer all her 
^property to me — rather against my will, for J saw how- 
awkward it would be if my business^affairs went wrongt 
However, she would have it so, and it was done. Wefi, 
about six weeks ago -she came to me. 

t Jack,* vsaid she,' ‘ when you took my money you said 
that if evei* T wentod my I was to ask you for it.* 





" ^ Certainly,’ said I, * it*s all your otto.’ 

** ‘ Well,’ said she, ^ I want a hT|Didred pounds/ 

I was a bit staggered at this, for I had imagined ft 
was simply a new dress of something of the kind that she 
was after. 

* What on earth for ? ^ I asked. 

^ Oh,’ said she, in her playful way, ‘ you said that y<W 
were only my banker, and bankers never ask guestion^, 
you know.’ 

* If you realljr mean it, of cowrse you shall have th^ 
money,’ sai^ I. 

“ ‘•Oh, yes, I really mean it.’ 

^ ‘ And you won’t tell me what you want it for ? ’ 

“ ‘ Some day, perhaps, but not just at present, Jack/ 

“So I had to be content with that, though it was the* 
first time that there had ever been any secret between us. 
I gave her a cheque, and I never thought any more of the 
matter. It may have nothing to do with what came aftav 
wards, but I thought it only right to mention it. 

“ Well, I told you just now that tjiere is a cottage not 
far from our house. There is just a field between us, but 
to reach it you have to go along the road and then turn 
down a lane. Just beyond it is a nice little grove of 
Scotch firs, and I used to be very fond of strolling 
there, for trees are alwayg neighboujly kinds of llnngis; 
The cottage had been standing empty this eight months^ 
and it was a pity, for it was a pretty two-storied plaoe^, 
with an old-fashioned porch and honeysuckle about it. 1 
have stood many a time and thought what a neat 
homestead it would make. 

“ WelJ., last Monday evening I was taking a stroll dowu 
that way, when I met an empty van coming up the kme, 
smd sav&a pile of carpets ariH things lying about on the 
^rass-plot be^de the porch. It was clear that the cotJEagUe 
Sad last been let. I walked past it, an^ then stoppings 
IS an idle man* might, I ran my eye over it, and wonderodi 
what sort of folk they were who had come to live so 
IS. -And as 1 looked I suddenly becanoMS aware 
was watching me out of one of the upper windows. 

I don’t know what the^e was* about that Mfw 
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fiolx^es^ but seemed to send a chill right down my 
t*aok. ; I was some littl^ way off, So that I could not make 
outihecvfeatures, but there was something unnatural and 
inhuman about the fece. That •was the impression I had, 
and 1 moved quickly forwards to get a nearer view of the 
person who was watching me. But as I did so the face 
^ddenly disappeared, so suddenly that it seemed to have 
been plucked away into the dafkness of the room. I stood 
for five minutes thinking thcrbusiness over, and trying to 
analyze my impressioi>s. I could not tell if the face was 
that of a man or a woman. But the colour was what im~ 
pressed me most. It was of a livid dead yeilW, and with 
Something set and rigid about it, which was shockingly 
unnatural. So disturbed was I, that I determined to see 
a little more of the new inmates of the cottage. I ap- 
pxoached and knocked at the door, which was instantly 
opened by a tall, gaunt woman, with a harsh, forbidding 
S^e. 

^ ^ What may you be wantin’ ? ’ she asked, in a northern 
accent. 

^ I am your neighbour over yonder,’ said I, nodding 
towards my bouse. ‘ I see that you liave only just moved 
in, so 1 thought that if I could be of any lieJp to you in 
any ’ 

Aye, we’ll just ask ye when we want ye,’ said she, 
and shut the door in ray face. Annoyed at the churlish 
rebuff, I Jtumed my back and walked home. All the 
evening, though I tried to think of otlier things, iny mind 
wpuld still turn to the apparition at the window and the 
rudeness ot the woman. I determined to say nothing 
about the former to my wife, for she is a nervous, highly- 
strung woman, and I had no wish that she should share 
the unpleasant impression tfhich had been produced upo^i 
myself. I remarked to her, however, befofe I fell aslet‘}> 
that the cottage was now occupied, to which she returned 
1)0 reply, 

^ I am usually an extremely sound sle^^per. 11 ha^* been 
a ^B-ding jest ,in the family tha£ nothing could evei* 
wake me during the night ; and yet somehow ou 
that ]>articular mgUt, whjether it may have been the 
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Blight excitement produced by my little adventure or not, 
I know nqj:, but I slept much more lightly than «sual. 
Half in my dreams I was dimly conscious that something 
was going on in the room, and gradually became aware 
that my wife had dressed herself and was slipping on 
her mantle and her bonnet. My lips were parted to 
murmur out some sleepy Words of surprise or remon- 
strance at this untimely jgeparation, when suddenly 
my half-opered eyes fell upon her face, illuminated ly 
the candle light, and astonishment held me dumb." She 
wore an expression such as I had never seen before — 
such as I should have thought her incapable of assuming.* 
She was deadly pale, and breathing fast, glancing fur- 
4i^ely towards the bed, as she fastened her mantle, to 
see if she had disturbed me. Then, thinking that I 
was still asleep, she slipped noiselessly from the room, 
and ail instant later I heard a sharp creaking, which 
K'ould only come from the hinges of the front door. I sat 
up in bed and rapped my knuckles against the rail to 
make certain that I was truly awake. Then I took my 
watch from under the pillow, I was three in the tiaoming. 
What on this earth could my wife be doing out on the 
country road at three in the morning ? 

I bad sat for about twent;j minutes laming the thing 
over in my mind and trying to find some possible explana- 
tion. Tbe more I thought the more extraordinary and 
inexplicable did it appear. I was still puzzling over it 
when I heard the door gently close again and her foot- 
steps coming up the stains. 

‘‘ ‘ Where in jhe world havOvyou been, Efiie ? ^ I asked, 
as she ent(ft*fed 

‘iShe gave a violent start and a kind of gasping cry 
when I spoke, javd that cry and start troubled me more 
than all the rest, for there was something indescribably 
guilty about them. My wife had always been a woman ol 
vL frank,* open nature, and it gave ine a chill to see hef 
slfcking i: to her own rbom, and crying oi^t and windn'g 
when her own husliiand spoke to her. 

“ ^ You awake, Jack ? ^ she crie^, mttf a nervous laifgL 
* Why, I thought that nothing ^ould ^j^aken xou/ 
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Where have you/been ? * I asked, more sternly, 
don’ll Wonder that you are surprised,* said she, and 
t could see that her fingers w^e trembling as she undid 
fthe festenings of her mantle. ‘ Why, I never remeihber 
having done such a thing in my life before. The fact is, 
that I felt as though I were choking, and had a perfect 
longing for a breath of fre^ air. I really think that I 
ahould have fainted if I had^ot gone out. I stood at the 
door for a few minutes, and now I am quite myself again.’ 

All the time that she was telling me this story she 
never once looked in my direction, and her voice was 
quite unlike her usual tones. It was evident to me that 
^«he was saying what was false. I said nothing in reply, 
but turned my fiice to the wall, sick at heart, with my mind 
filled with a thousand venomous doubts and suspicions. 
What was it that my wife was concealing from me ? Where 
had she been during that strange expedition ? I felt that 
I should have no peace until 1 knew, and yet I shrank 
from asking her .again after once she had told me what 
was false. All the rest of the night I tossed and tumbled, 
framing theory after theory, each more unlikely than the 
last. 

I should have gone to the City that day, but I jwas 
too perturbed iq my mind^to be able to pay attention to 
business matters. My wife seemed to be as upset as my- 
self, aivi I could see from the little questioning glances 
which she kept shooting at me, that she understood that 
I disbelieved her statement, and^that she was at her Wits’ 
ends what to do. We hardly exchanged a word during 
breakfast, and immediately afterwards I went out for a 
walk, that I might think the matter over iii the fresh 
morning air. 

^ I went as far as the Crystal J:^aiace,««pent an hour in 
the grounds^and was back in Norbury by one o’clock. It 
happened that my way took me past* the cottage, and I 
stopped for an instant to look at the ydndows and to see<:^ 
t could catch glimpse of the strange face which hkd 
stared out at me on the day before. As I stood there 
imagine my surpAse, Holmes, when the door suddenly 
opened andjmy wife, walk^ out I 
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1 was 'struck dumb with astonishment ^t the sight ol 
her, but my emotions were nothing to those w^hich showei^ 
themsek/es upon her face when our eyes illet, Sh»» seemed 
for an instant to wish td shrink back inside the house 
again, and then, seeing how useless all concealment mu^ 
be, she came forward with a very white face and frightened 
eyes which belied the smile upon her lips. 

^ Oh, Jack ! ^ she said* ‘ I have just been in to see if I 
can be of any assistance tci^our new neighbours. Why do 
you look at me like that, Jack ? ^ou are not angry with 
me ? ’ 

‘ So,’ said I, ‘ this is where you went during tl^L^ 
night ? ’ 

u w What do you mean ? ’ she cried. 

^ You came here. I am sure of it. Who are these 
people that you should visit them at such an hour ? ‘ 

‘ I have not been here before.’ 

^ How can you tell me what you know is false ? ’ I 
cried. ‘ Your very voice changes as you speak. Wheii 
Lave I ever had a secret from you ? I shall enter that 
cottage, and 1 shall probe the matter to the bottom.’ 

‘ No, no. Jack, for Grod’s sake ! ’ she gasped, in incon- 
trollable emotion. Then avS I approacjhed the door, she 
seized niy sleeve and pulled me back with convulsive 
strength. 

^ 1 implore you not to do this. Jack,’ she cried. * I 
iwear that I will tell you everything som^ day, but 
nothing Ixit misery can come of it if you enter that 
‘ottage.’ Then, as k tried to shake her off, she clung to? 
rne in a frenzy of entreaty. 

‘^^Trpst me. Jack!’ she cried. ‘Trust me only this 
»nce. You will never have cause to regret it. You *?now 
lliat I^ould not have a seci^t from you if it were not for 
vour own sattj. Our whole lives are at stake on this.^ H' 
you Come home with me all will be well. If you fore# 
your way into that cottage, all is over belween u&.’ 

“''There was* such earnestness, such despair id) Tier 
manner that her words arrested m^, aijid I stood irresolute 
before Ihe door. ^ 

‘‘ ‘ I will trust you on one icondit!on, and on ppe eondi* 
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tion only/ saifi I at last. * It is that this mystery comes 
to an end from now. You are at liberty to preserve your 
secret, but you^'inust promise me that there ohall be 
no more nightly visits, no morfe doings which are kept 
fiom my knowledge. I am willing to forget those which 
aire passed if you will promise that there shall be no 
i^Tore in the future/ 

‘‘ ^ I was sure that you would trust me,’ she cried, with 
a great sigh of relief. ^ It shalhbe just as you wish, t'^ome 
away, oh, come away uf to the house ! ’ Still plucking at 
my sleeve she led me away from the cottage. As we went 
I glanced back, and there was that yellow, livid face 
watching us out of the u])per window. What link could 
there be between that creature and my wife? Or how 
could the coarse, rough woman whom I had seen the day 
fcefore be connected with her ? It was a strange puzzle, 
and yet I knew that my mind could never know ease 
^igain until I had solved it. 

For two days after this I stayed at home, and my wife 
appeared to abide loyally by our engagement, for, as far as 
I know, she never stirred out of the house. On the third 
day, however, I had ample evidence that her bolemn 
promise was not enough to hold her back from this secret 
influence which drew her away from her husband and her' 
duty. 

‘‘I had gone into town on that day, but I returned by 
the 2.40 instead of the 3.36, which is my usual train. As 
I entered the house the maid ran into the ball with 
a startled face. 

* Where is your mistress ? ’ 1 asked. 

‘‘^I think that she has gone out for a walk,’ she 
aiiswered. 

My mind was instantly filled with suspici m. I 
rushed upstairs to make sure that she wa^ not in the 
hiouse. As I did so I hapjiened to glance out of onti oi the 
i^pijer windows, and siiw the maid with whom 1 had just 
“'eenfspeaking running aiTOss the field in ^he direction of 

cottage. I'hen, of course, I saw’ exactly what it all 
:neant. My wife had gone over there and had asked the 
^rvant to call her it I shculd return. Tingling with 
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anger, I rushed down and strode across, detfennined to 
end the matter once and forever, r saw wife anj^ the 
maid hurrying back together along the lane, but I did not 
» stop to speak with them. In the cottage lay the secret 
which was casting a shadow over my life. I vowed that, 
come what might, it should be a secret no longer. I did 
not even knock when I reached it, but turned the handle 
and rushed into the passage. 

“ It was all still and quiet \ipon the ground-floor, in 
the kitchen a kettle was singing on the fire, and a large 
black cat lay coiled up in a basket, but there was no sign 
of the woman \7h0m I had seen before. I ran into the 
other room, but it was equally deserted. Then I rushed 
gjp the stairs, but only to find two other rooms empty and 
desert ed at the top. There was no one at all in the whole 
house. The furniture and pictures were of the most com* 
mon and vulgar description, save in the one chamber at 
the window of which I had seen the strange face. That 
was comfortable and elegant, and all my suspicions rose 
into a fierce, bitter blaze when I saw thdt on the niantel- 
piece stood a full-length photograph of my wife, which 
had been taken at my request only three months ago. 

I stayed long enough to make certain that the house 
wa? absolutely empty. Then I left it, feeling a weight at 
my heart such as I had never^had before. My wife came 
out into the hall as I entered my house, but 1 was too hurt, 
and angry to speak with her, and pushing pa#t her I 
mack my way into my study. She followed me, however, 
before I could close the floor. 

^ I am sorry that I broke my promise, Jack,’ said she, 
‘bu\ if y<Hi knew all the circumstances I am sure yoyi 
wopld forgive me.’ 

‘"^y^llttie everything, then,’ said I. 

‘ I^hjmnot, Jack, I cannot ! ’ she cried. 

^ you tell me who it is that has b^en living in 

hat cottage, and who it is to whom you have give\ 
photograph, there fan* never be any confidence between 
us,’ said I, and breaking away from her Tleft the house. 
That was yesterday, Mr. Holmes^ and Iihave not see^ her 
since, nor do I know anything more about tliis strange 
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^tk^iness. ' It is the fost shadow that has come between 
usj and it hsoi'^o shaken me that I do not k?^ow what I 
shoold do for the best. Suddenly this morning it occurred 
^ to me that you were the man to advise me, so I have hur- 
ried to you now, and I place myself unreservedly in your 
hands. If there is any point which I have not made 

clear, pray question me about it But above all tell me 

qpickly what I have to do, for this misery is more than I 
can bear.” ^ 

Holmes and I had listened with the utmost interest to 
this extraordinary statement, which had been delivered 
in the jerky, broken fashion of a man who is under the 
influence of extreme emotion. My companion sat silent 
now for some time, with his chin upon his hand, lost 
thought. 

‘'Tell me,” said he at last, could you swear that this 
was a man’s face which yon saw at the window?” 

‘^Each time that I saw it I was some distance away 
from it, so that it is impossible for me to say.” 

You appear, however, to have been disagreeably im- 
pressed by it.” 

It seemed to be of an unnatural, colour and to have a 
strange rigidity about the features. When I approached, 
it vanished with a jerk.” 

How long is it since yodr wife asked you for a hundred 
pounds ? ” 

“ Nearly two months.” 

“ Have you ever seen a photograph of her first hus- 
band?” 

“ No ; there was a great fire at Atlanta very shortly after 
bis death, and all her papers were destroyed.” 

“And yet she had a ceytificate of death. You say that 
you saw it ?” 

Yes, she got a duplicate after the fire.” 

“I>id yolt ever meet anyone who knew* her in 
'^Ame^sca ? ” 

“.No.” 

“ Did she ever talk of reyisiting the place ? ” 

“ No.” 

“ Or get letters from it ? ” 
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** Not to my knowledge.” 

Thank you. I should like to tfcink over the matter a 
.little nowl If the cottage is permanently deserted we 
may have some diflSculty; if on the other hand, as I 
iancy is more likely, the inmates were warned of your 
coming, and left before you entered yesterday, then they 
may be back now, and we should clear it all up easily. 
Let me advise you, then, to return to Norbury and to 
examine the windows of the'-tjottage again. If you have 
reason to believe that it is inhabit&d do not force your 
way in, but send a wire to my friend and me. We shall 
be with you within an hour of receiving it, and we shall 
then very soon get to the bottom of the business.” 

« “ And if it is still empty ? ” 

“In that case I shall come out to-morrow and talk it 
over with you. Good-bye, and abo\e all things do not 
fret until you know that you really have a cause for it.” 

I am afraid that this is a bad business, Watson,’’ said 
my companion, as he returned after accompanying Mr. 
Grant Muuro to the door. What do^you make of it? ” 

‘‘ It had an ugly sound,” 1 answered. 

‘‘Yes. There’s blackmail in it, or I am much mis- 
taken.” 

And who is the blackmailer ? ” 

“Well, it must be this creature who' lives in the only 
comfortable room in the place, and has her photograph 
abo\e bis fireplace. Upon my word, Watson / there 
son^etlnng very attractive about that livid face at the 
winaow, and I would n«t have missed the case for worlds.” 

“ You have a theory ?” 

\ Yes, »• provisional one. But I shall be surprised if it 
does not turn out to be correcj. This wouian’s first hilfe- 
baud^ ijethat cottage.” 

do you think .so?” 

“llcW^^lse can ve explain her frenziedt anxiety that 
»her second one should not enter it ? The facts, A 1 
them, are somethiAg like this : This woman was ili|uu'fcd 
in America. Her husband developell some hateful Ijiuili-i 
ties, or, shall we sa}", that he* contrae|ed some loathsome 
disease, and became a leper 5r an imbecile. She fled 
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fix>tu him «at last, Returned to England, changed her 
Bathe, and staled hef life, as she thought, afresh. She 
hai been married three years, ^and believed that her posU^ 
tion was quite secure — shaving shown her husband tho 
death certificate of some man whose name she had 
assumed — when suddenly her whereabouts was discovered 
by her first* husband, or, wq may suppose, by some un- 
scrupulous woman, who had attached herself to the 
invalid. They write to thef wife and threaten to come 
and expose her. Sue asks for a hundred pounds and 
endeavours to buy them ofiF. They t*ome in spite of it, 
and when the husband mentions casually to the wife that 
there are new-comers in the cottage, she knows in some 
way that they are her pursuers. She waits until her Iius-^ 
band is asleep, and then she rushes down to endeavour to 
persuade them to leave her in peace. Having no success, 
she goes again next morning, and her husband meets her, 
as he has told us, as she came out. She promises him 
then not to go there again, but two day afterwards, the 
hope of getting rid of those dreadful neighbours is too 
strong for her, and she makes another attempt, taking 
down with her the photograph which had probably been 
demanded from her. In the midst of this interview the * 
maid rushes in to say that the master has come home, on 
which the wife, knowing that he would come straight down 
to the cottage, hurries the inmates out at tlie back door, 
into that grove of fir trees probably which was mentioned 
as standing near. In this way he tindb the place deserved. 

I shall be very much surprised, however, if it is stiil so 
when he reconnoitres it this evening. What do you think 
of my theory ? ” 

It is all surmise.’" 

But at least it covers all the faciei. When new %cts 
come to our knowledge which cannot be covered by it, it 
will be time enough to re-consider it. At presenj can do 
n'/thirg until we have a fresh message fiom our friend at 

But we had not \ery long to wait. It came just as we 
had finished our te<i. ‘‘ The cottage is still tenanted,” it 
said. *^Have seen the lace again at the window. TU 
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litaeet the seven o’clock train, and tak^ no steps until you/ 
arrive,” 

He was waiting on tne piatmrm wnen we steppea out, 
id we could see in the light of the station lamps that be 
-Yas very pale, and quivering with agitation. 

They are still there, Mr. Holmes,” said he, laying his 
hand upon my friend’s sleeve. I saw lights in the cot- 
tage as I came down. We shall settle it now, once jand 
for all.” 

^‘What is your plan, then?” asked Holmes, as we 
walked down the dark, tree-lined road. 

am going to force my way in and see for myself 
who is in the house. I wish you both to be there as 
witnesses.” 

i ‘‘^’^ou are quite determined to do this, in spite of your 
wife’s warning that it is better that you should not solve 
the mystery ? ” 

Yes, I am determined.” 

Well, I think that you are in the right. Any truth 
is better than indefinite doubt. We had better go up at 
once. Of course, legally we are putting ourselves hope- 
lessly in the wrong, but I think that it is worth it.” 

It was a very dark night and a thin rain began to fall 
as we* turned from the high road into a narrow lane, 
deeply rutted, with edges on ^either side. Mr. Grant 
Munro pushed impatiently forward, however, and 
stumbled after him as best we could. 

‘^Th^e are tfie lights of my house,” he murmured, 
pointing to a glimmer amoJlg the trees, " and here is the 
cottage which I am going to enter.” 

• WeVurned*a comer in the lane as he spoke, and there 
was tljl building cloSe beside us.t A yellow bar falling 
f^cross ta^ for^round showed that the door was not 
quite clos"^ and * one window in the upper story wa^ 
brightly ilrTOinated.. As we looked we saw a dark bl|irr 
*^I^ing across the blind. 

There is that creathrej” cried Grant Munro; “you ca|i 
ipee foi' yourselves that someone is, there. Now follow me, 
md we shall soon know all.” * 

We approached the door, but suddenly a woman ap^ 
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peared out of the slj^^idow and stood in the golden track of 
th/Pi lamp light. I could not see her face in, the darkness, 
but her arms were thrown out in an attitude of entreaty. 

For God’s sake, don’t, Jack ! ” she cried. I had a 
presentiment that you would come this evening. Think 
better of it, dear ! Trust me again, and you vrill never 
have cause to regret it.” 

I have trusted you too long, Effie ! ” he cried, sternly. 

Leave go of m^ ! I must pass you. My friends and I 
are going to settle this matter once and for ever.” He 
pushed her to one side and we followed closely after him. 
As he threw the door open an elderly woman ran out in 
front of him and tried to bar his passage, but he thrust 
her back, and an instant afterwards we were all upon* IJie 
stairs. Grant Munro rushed into the lighted room at the 
top, and we entered it at his heels. 

It was a cosy, well-furnished apartment, with two 
candles buniing upon the table and two upon the mantel- 
piece. In the corner, stooping over a desk, there sat 
what appeared to be a little girl. Her face was turned 
away as we entered, but we could see that she was dressed 
in a red frock, and that she had long white gloves on. As 
she whisked round to us I gave a ciy of surprise and 
horror. The face which she turned towards us was 'of the 
strangest livid tint, ancf the features were absolutely 
devoid of any expression. An instant later the mystery 
was explained. Holmes, with a laugh, passed his hand 
behind the child’s ear, a mask peeled off fr^'m her 
countenance, and there w^as a little coal-black negi^e^s with 
all her white teeth flashing in amusement at our amazed 
faces. I burst out laughing out of sympathy ’w'ch her 
merriment, but Grant, Munro stood Istaring. with b s hand 
clutching at his throat, 

Sly God ! ” he cried, ‘‘ what can be the/iiieaning of 
tWs?” ’ 

will tell you the meaning of it,” cried the Hiy, 
[.weeping into the room with -^a proud, set face. You 
have forced me against ray own judgment to tell you, and 
HQW we must both make the best of it. My husband died 
at Atlanta. My child survived.” 
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Your child ! ” 

She drew a large silver locket from heis^-bosom* 
have never seen this open.”* 

I understood that it did not open.” 

She touched a spring, and the front hinged back. 
There was a portrait within of a man, strikingly hand-- 
some and intelligent, but bearing unmistakable signs 
ui)on his features of his African descent. 

‘‘That is John Hebron, of Atlanta, ”tsaid the lady,"^‘aficf 
a nobler man never walked the eartb. I cut myself oft' 
from my race in order to wed him ; but never once while 
he lived did I for one instant regret it. It was our mis- 
fortune that ^our only child took after his people rather. 
<£an mine. It is often so in such matches, and little Lucy 
is ^darker far than ever her father was. But, dark or fair, 
she is my own dear little girlie, and her mother’s pet.” The 
little creature ran across at the words iind nestled up 
against the lady’s dress. 

“When I left her in America,” she continued, “it was only 
because her health was weak, and the cTiange might have 
done her harm. She was given to the care of a faithfiii 
Scol/chwoman who had once been our servant. Never for an , 
instant did I dream of disowning her as my child. But 
when chance threw you in my way, J^ck, and I learned 
to love you, I feared to tell you about my child. Grod for- 
give me, I feared that I should lose you, and I had not 
the courage to tell you. I had to choose between you, 
andjin my weakness^ I turned away from my own 
little girl. For three years I have kept her existence a 
secret from you, but I heard from the nurse, and I knew 
th^ all wfis well with her. At last, however, there can>^ 
iuwverwhelming desire to seei the child once more. I 
strugd^ agav»t it, but in vain. Though I knew thl^ 
dange^^l^etermined to have the child over, if it weip but 
for a few weeks. . I sent a hundred pounds \o the# nurse, 
Mild I gave her iustructions about this cottage, so tmt^.6 
ihight come as a neighbour without i^y ajjpearing to|B8in 
anyway connected with her. I.pushed my precautions so fear 
as to order her to keep the child in the house duripg the 
daytime, and to cover up her little fece and hand?, so that. 
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e^n those who see her at the window should no 

about tfeer^ being a black child in the ^neighbour- 
hoodj If I had been less cautious I might have been 
more wise, but I was half crazy with fear lest you should 
learn the truth. 

It was you who told me first that the cottage was oc- 
cupied. I should have wafted for the morning, but 1 
Qould jiot sleep for exciteme]|jt, and so at last I slipped out, 
khoT^ing how difficijlt it is to awaken you. But you saw 
me go, and that was the beginning of my troubles. Next 
day you had my secret at j^our mercy, but you nobly re- / 
frained from pursuing your advantage. * Three days later, 
however, the n jrse and child only just escaped from the 
back door as you rushed in at the front one; And no'vi* 
to-night you at last know all, and I ask you what is to 
become of us, my child and me ? ” She clasped her hands 
and waited for an answer. 

It was a long two minutes before Grant Munro broke 
‘he silence, and when his answer came it was one of 
vhich I love to tfiink. He lifted the little child, kissed 
ler, and then, still carrying her, he held his other hand 
mt to his wife, and turned towards the door. 

We can talk it over more comfortably at home,'’ s:^id 
•e. “ I am not very good^man, Effie, but I think that I 
m a better one than you have given me credit for 
eing.” ^ 

Holmes and I followed them down to the Jane, and my 
lend plucked at my sleeve as w^ came out, I th';fi.k,'’ 
id he, that we shall be of more use in London than in 
orbury.” 

Not another word did he say of the case until late tjjat 
ght when he was turning away, with his lighted can\i4e, 
r his bedroom. 

Watson,” said he, if it should ever strike yi^ithat I 
\ getting alittle over-confident in my powers, of giving 
.8 puns to a case than it deser\j&s, kindly Whisper* 
h^oury ’ in n^y eaj, and I shall b*e infinitely obliged to 
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HORTLY after iny marriage I had bought a 
connection in the Paddington district. Old 
Mr. Farquhar, from whom I purchased it, had 
at one time an excellent general practice, but 
his age, and an affliction of the nature of St. 
Vitus’ dance from which he suffered, had very much 
thinned it. The public, not unnaturally, goes upon the 
]*rinciple that he who would heal others must himself be 
whole, and looks askance at the curative pcwers of the man 
whose own case is beyond the reach of his drugs. Thus, 
as iny predecessor weakened his practice declined, until 
when I purchased it from him it had sunk from twelve 
hundred to little more than three hundred a year. I had 
confidence, however, in my own youth and energy, and 
was convinced that in a very few years the concern would 
be as riourisliing as ever. • 

For three iiumths after taking over the practice I was 
^ikept «ry closely at work, and saw little of my friend 
SherWck Holmes, for I was too busy to visit Baker Street, 
and li^seldonp,went anywhere himself save upon professional 
busings. I was surprised, therefore, when one morning 
in Jiiqg, ^s,J. sat reading the British Medical Journal 
aft(,n* br^^flast, PlTeard a ring at the bell followed by the 
high, somewhat strident, tones of my old cpmpanion’s 
vojce. 

‘‘♦Ah, my dear Watson said he, striding into the ro^ 

I am very delighted to see you. I* trust that Mfi. 
Watson has entirely recovered from all the little excite- 
ments ponnected with our advent ur^ of the^ Sign of Four’ ?” 
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‘‘ Tharfk you, w€ are both very well,” said I, shaking 
aim warmly by the hand. 

And I hope also,’' he continued, sitting down in the 
rocking-chair, ‘^that the cares of medical practice have not 
entirely obliterated the interest which you used to take si 
in our little deductive problems.”. 

On the contrary,” I answered ; ^^it-was only last night 
jthat I was looking over my old notes and classifying some^ 
vf our past results.” 

trust that you don’t consider your collection 
closed ” 

“Not at all. I should wish nothing better tlian to 
have some more of such experiences.” 

“ To-day, for example ? ” 

^ Yes ; to-day, if you like.” 

“ And as far off as Birmingham ? ” 

“ Certainly, if you wish it.” 

“ And the practice ? ” 

“ I do my neighbour’s when he goes. He is always 
ready to work off the debt.” . 

“ Ha i Nothing could be better! ” said Holmes, leaning 
back in his chair and looking keenly at me from uiulei 
his lialf-closed lids. “ I perceive that you have been unwell 
lately. Summer colds are always a little trying.” « 

“I was confined to the house by a severe chill for three 
days last week. I thought, however, that I had cast off 
ever}^ trace of it/' 

“ So you have. You look remarkably robust.” 

How, then, did you know of it ?” 

“ My de^ar fellow, you know my methods,” 

“ You deduced it, then ? ” 

“ Certainly.” 

“ And from what ? ” 

“ From your slippers.” 

T glanced down at the new patent leathers >hich I wai^ 

Wf iring. “How on earth ?” T began, but Holi/ms 

c» jswered my question before it waS asked. 

“ Your slippers are new,” he said. “ You could not have, 
had them more than a few weeks. The soles which you 
are at this moment presenting to me are slightly scorched. 
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For a moment I thought they migfjt nave got wet ancj 
been burned^ in the drying. But near the^nstep ther«.ife 
a small circular wafer of paper with the shopman’s hiero- 
^glyphics upon it . Damp would of course have removed 
this. You had then been sitting with your feet out- 
stretched to the fire, which a man would hardly do even 
in so wet a June as this if he were in his full health.” 

Like all Holmes’s reasoning tjjie thing seemed simpHcity 
itself when it was once explained. He^ read the though 
upon ray features, and his smile had a tinge of bitter- 
ness. 

I am afraid that I rather give myself away when I 
explain,” said he. ^‘Results without causes are much 
rnci'e impressive. You are ready to come to Birmingham, 
then ? ” 

Cert ainly. What is the case ? ” 

You shall hear it all in the train. My client is out- 
side in a four-wheeler. Can you come at once ?” 

In an instant.” I scribbled a note to my neighbour, 
ruslied upstairs to explain the matter to my wife, and 
.>iiied Holmes upon the doorstep. 

Your neighbour is a doctor ? ” said he, nodding at the 
brass plate. 

“ Yes. He bought a practice as I did.” 

An old-established one ? ” 

Just the same as mine. Both have been ever since 
the houses wer-e built.” 

then you got hold of the best of the two.” 

A think I did. Bui how do you know V ” 

‘^Py the,steps, my boy. Yours are worn three inches 
deeiLr than his. But this gentleman in the cab is my 
clieiiV Mr. Hall Py croft. Allow '^tne to introduce you to 
him. ^ yorl^* horse up, cabby, for we have only just 

time to^'xmUdi our train.” 

The man whom I found myself facing was a welh^built. 
fresh-coinplexioned voung fellow with a frank, hones ^face 
and a slight, crisp,’ yellow moustache. He wore a fcry 
shiny top-hat and a neat suit of sober black, which made 
him look what he was — a smart young City man, of the 
class’who have been labelled pockneys, but who give us 
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6m crack Volnnteei^ regiments, and who turn out more 
fine athletes an sportsmen than any body of men in these 
islands. His round, ruddy* face was naturally full of 
cheeriness, but the corners of his mouth seemed to me to 
be pulled down in a half-comical distress. It wati not, 
however, until we were all in a first-class carriage and well 
started upon our journey ter Birmingham, that I was able 
to learn what the trouble ^.was which had driven him to 
bherlock Holmes. ^ 

We have a clear run here of seventy minutes, ” Holmes 
remarked. I want you, Mr. Hall Pycrofb, to tell my 
friend your very interesting experience exactly as you 
have told it to me, or with more detail if possible. It 
will be of use to me to hear the succession of events agein. 
It is a case, Watson, which may prove to have something 
in it, or may prove to have nothing, but which at least 
presents those unusual and outre features w^hich are as 
dear to you as they are to me. Now, Mr. Pycrofb, I shall 
not interrupt you again. ’’ 

Our young coinpanion looked at me with a twinkle in 
his eye. 

The worst of the story is, ” said he, that I show my- 
self up as such a confounded fool. Of coarse, it may 
work out all riglit, and I don’t see that I could have done 
otherwise ; but if I have lost my crib and get nothing in 
exchange, I shall feel what a soft Johnny I have been. 
I’m not very good at telling a story, Dr. Watson, but it 
is like this with me. ; 

^‘l used to have a billet at Ooxon and Woodhome, of 
Drapers’ Gardens, but they were let in early in the spring 
through the Venezuelan loan, as no doubt yob remexol)er, 
and came a nasty croppeit I had been with them five / cars, 
and old Coxon gave me a. ripping good » testini^ritr/ when 
the, smash came ; but, of course, we clerks we;:e aTt turned 
adrift, the twenty-seven of us. I tried here and tried there, 
but there were lots of other chaps on the sfime lay as my- 
self, and it wa^ a perfect frost for ^ long time. I had been 
taking three pounds a week at Coxon’s, and I had saved 
about seventy of (hem, h^ut I soon worked my way through 
fihat and out at th^ other end. I was &irly at the ^nd of 
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my tether at last, and could hardl, find the% stamps to 
answer the advertisements or the envelopes to stick them 
to. I had worn out my boots padding ujpofpce stairs, rad 
I seemed just as far from getting a billet as ever. 

At last I saw a vacancy at Mawson and Williams’, the 
great stockbroking firm in Ix)mbard Street. I daresay 
E.C. is not much in your line, but I can tell you thaf this 
is about the richest house in London. The advertisement 
was to be answered by letter* only. I sent in m]^ 
monial and application, but without tb& least hope of get- 
ting it. Back came an answer by return saying that if I 
would appear next Monday I might take over my new 
duties at once, provided that my appearance was satis- 
factory. No one knows how these things are worked. 
vSome people say the manager just plunges his hand into 
the heap and takes the first that comes. Anyhow, it was 
my innings that time, and I don’t ever wish- to feel better 
pleased. The screw was a pound a week rise, and the 
duties just about the same as at Coxon’s. 

And now I come to the queer part o^the business. I 
was in diggings out Hampstead way — 17, Potter’s Terrace, 
was the address. Well, I was sitting doing a smoke that 
very evening after I had been promised the appointment, 
whe^i up came my landlady with a card which had ‘Arthur 
Pinner, financial agent,’ printed upon k. 1 had never 
heard the name before, and could not imagine what he 
wanted with me, but of course I asked her to shgw him 
up. In he walked — a middle-sized, dark-haired, dark- 
eye(Ljblack-beaided maij, with a touch of the sheeny 
abodf. his nose. He had a brisk kind of way with 
hin^ and spgke sharply, like a man that knew the value of 
time] 

“ Hall Pycrofb, I believe?’ said he. 

“ ‘ f e^;"‘sir,’ I <ihswered, and pushed a chair towards him. 

“ ‘ Lately ^engaged at Coxon and Woodhousq’s ? ’ 

Yes, sir.’ 

‘‘ ‘ And now on thg staff of Mawson’s ? ’ 

‘ Quite so.’ 

“ ‘ Well,’ said he. ‘ me lacr-is cnat i. nave neard some 
really extraordinary stories aboi>t your* financial ability. 
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Tou remerfiber Park r wbo used to be Coxon’s manager ? 
H, can never say enoagh about it,* 

. Of course I was pleased to bear this. 1 had always 
been pretty smart in the office, but I had never dreamed 
that I was talked about in the City in this fashion. 

‘ You have a good memory ? ’ said he. 

^ Pretty feir/ I answered, modestly. 

Have you kept in touch* with the market wliile you 
have teen out of work ? ’ h% asked. 

‘ Yes ; I read the Stock Exchange List every morning.* 
‘ Now, that shows real application ! * he cried. ‘ Tliat is 
the way to prosper ! You won’t mind my testing you, will 
you ? Let me see ! How are Ayrshires ? ’ 

^ One hundred and five, to one hundred and five and 
a quarter. 

‘‘ ‘ And New Zealand Consolidated ? ’ 

^ A hundred and four.’ 

^ And British Broken Hills ?’ 

^ Seven to seven and six,’ 

‘ Wonderful ! * he cried, with his hands up. * This 
quite fits in with all that I had heard. My hoy, my boy, 
you are very much too good to he a clerk at Mawson's ! ’ 
This outbur'st rather astonished me, as you can think. 
‘Well,’ said I, ^ other people don’t think quite so naueh 
of me as you seem to do Mr. Pinner. I had a ]»ard 
enough fight to get this berth, and I am very glad to 
have it#' 

‘^‘Pooh, man, you should soar above itr You are not 
in your true sphere. Now I’ll tell you how it stand ^ y^ith 
me. What I have to offer is little enough when mea{r;ired 
by your ability, but when compared with Mj^wson’s it is 
light to dark. Let me ‘-'ee ! When do j^ou go to | law- 
son’s ? ’ 

“ ‘ On Monday.’ 

‘ Ila ! ha ! 1 think 1 would risk a little sporting nutter 
that you don’t go there at all.* 

' Not go to Mawson’s?’ 

‘ No, sir. By that day you will be business manager 
of the Franco-Midland Hardware Company, Limited, with 
one hundred and thirty-four branches in the towns and 
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villages of Frande, not counting one^n BrusseH andbne 
in San Eemo.’ 

^‘This took my breath away. never heard of itj 
wd I. 

“ < Very likely not. It has been kept very quiet, for 
the capital was all privately subscribed, and it is too good 
a thing to let the public into. ^My brother, Harry Pinner, 
Ls promoter, and joins the board after allotment as manag- 
ing director. He knew that I was in the swim downTie^;:", 
and he asked me to pick up a good man* cheap — a young, 
pushing man with plenty of snap about him. Parker spoke 
of you, and that brought me here to-night. We can only 
offer you a beggarly five hundred to start with ’ 

« « Five hundred a year ! ’ I shouted. 

Only that at the beginning, but you are to have an 
over-riding commission of 1 per cent, on all business done 
[>y your agents, and you may take my word for it that this 
will come to more than your salary.’ 

“ ‘ But I know nothing about hardware.’ 
my boy, you know about ligure#.* 

‘‘My head buzzed, and 1 could hardly sit still in the 
chair. But suddenly a little chill of doubt came* over 
me. 

“‘•I must be frank with you,’ said 1. ‘Mawson only 
Gjives me two hundred, but MsavRon saf^. Now, really, 

1 know little about your company that ’ 

‘“Ah, smart, smart ! ’ he cried, in a kind of ecstasy of 
leligh^*. ‘ You*are the very man for ns ! You are not to 
be tailed over, and quitc^ right too. Now lucre's a note 
For ajpundred pounds; and if you think that we can do 
Imsiii^hs yoiymay just slij) it into your poc ket as an ad- 
v^aiK'Cfiupon your salary.' 

“ ‘ fhat js very Jiandhome,' said I. ‘When shall I take 
>ver my new dulms?' 

“‘Be in Birmingham to-morrow at one,’ said he. 
have a note in my pocket here which you will take to my 
brother. You will fiftd Jiim at 126b, Corporation StrK;?t|J^ 
sphere the temporary offices of the com’^)aii/ are situated. 
iJf course he must confinn 3 'our*e 9 gagerqent, but between 
^ursclfres it will be all right.’ 



tiieiiily,Uai<|y ^ ®3q)res8 my gratiiuae, 

Pinner/ said I. 

i ]f}Qt at alJ^y boy. You have only got your deserts. 
TEere are one or two small things— mere formalities- 
which I must arrange with you. You have a bit of paper 
beside you there. Kindly write upon it, "I am perfectly 
willing to act as business pianager to the Franco-Midland 
Hardware Company, Limited, at a minimum salary of 
£.^ 00 .”’ 

I did as he asKed, and he put the pappr in his pocket. 

‘ There is one other detail,’ said he. ‘ What do you 
intend to do about Mawson’s ? ” 

I had forgotten all about Mawson’s in my joy. 

“ ‘ I’ll write and resign,’ said I. 

^ Precisely what I don’t want you to do. I had a row 
over you with Mawson’s manager. I had gone up to ask 
him about you, and he was very offensive — accused me of 
coaxing you away from the service of the firm, and that 
sort of thing. At last I fairly lost my temper. “If you 
want good men you should pay them a good price,” said I. 
“He would rather have our small price than your big 
one,” said he. “ I’ll lay you a fiver,” said I, “ that when 
he has my offer you will never so much as hear from him 
again.” “Done ! ” said he. “We picked him out of the 
gutter, and he won’t leave us so easily.” Those were his 
very words.’ 

“^The impudent scoundrel!’ I cried. M’ve never so 
much as seen him in my life. Why should I consider 
him in any way ? I shall certainly not write if you voukl 
rather that 1 didn’t.’ 

“^Good! That’s a promise I ’ said he, rising from his' 
chair. ‘ Well, I am delighted to have got so good man 
for my brother. Here is your advance of a hundred j-ounds, 
and here is the letter. Make a note of the address, 126 b, 
Corporatior Street, and remember that one o’clock to- 
morrow is your appointment. Good-iiight, and may you 
e all the fortune that you deserve,’ 

“ That’s just about all that passed between us as near as ‘ 
I can rejneiriber it. Yod can imagine, Dr. Watson, how 
pleased I was at such an extraordinary piece of good for- 
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tane. I sat up half the night hujlgmg myself ovSr it>> 
and next day I was oflf to Birmingham in a train that 
would take me in plenty of time for my^appointment.*^ u 
took my things to an hotef in New Street, and then I 
•made my way to the address which had been given me, 

was a quarter of an hour before my timey but I 
thought that would make no difference. 126 b was a 
jjassage between two large shops which led to a winding 
stone stair, from which there were many flats, 'let- as 
offices to companies or professional mSn. The names of 
the occupants were painted up at the bottom on the wall, 
but there was no such name as the Franco-Midland Hard- 
ware Company, Limited. I stood for a few minutes with 
my heart in ray boots, wondering whether the whole 
thing was an elaborate hoax or not, when up came a man 
and addressed me. He was very like the chap that I had 
seen the night before, the same figure and voice, but he 
was clean shaven and his hair was lighter. 

‘ Are you Mr. Hall Pycroft ? ’ he asked. 

‘‘"Yes,’ said 1. 

“ ‘ Ah ! I was expecting you, but yUu are a trifle before 
your time. 1 had a note from my brother this morning, 
in which he sang your praises very loudly.’ 

was just looking for the offices when you came.’ 

“ ‘ We have not got our nam^up yet, for^we only secured 
these temporary premises last week. Come up with me 
and we will talk the matter over.’ 

“1 followed him to the top of a very lofty stair, and 
there^, right under the slates were a couple of empty and 
dust^ little rooms, uncaq)eted and uncurtained, into 
.whic^i he le^ me. I had thought of a great office with 
shining tables and rows of clerks such as I was used to, 
''and daresay I stared rather straight at the two deal 
chairs and one httle table, which, with a ledger and a 
W{xste- 2 )aper basket, made up the whole furniture.. 

“‘llon’t’be disheartened, Mr. Pycroft,’ said my new' 
acquaintance, seeing 4he^length of my face. ‘ Rome was> 
^not built in a day, and wo have lots of irfone}*at our backs, 
though we don’t cut much dash in offices. Pray sit 
down and let me have your letter. 



mMOms QF SHERLOCK mH^S. 


^^Fgave it to him, ^nd be read it over very carefully^ 

J*^ Yon seem tpjxave made a vast impression upon my 
broker, Arthur/ said he, ^and I know that be is a pretty 
shrewd judge. He swears by London, you know, and I 
by Birmingham, but this time I shall follow his advice, 
l^y consider yourself definitely engaged.’ 

" ^ What are my duties ? ’ I asked. 

^ ^ You will eventually manage the great depot in Paris, 
which will pour a flood of English crockery into the shops 
of one hundred and thirty-four agents in France. ' The 
purchase will be completed in a week, and meanwhile you 
will remain in Birmingham and make yourself useful,’ 

«‘How?’ 

^ For answer he took a big red book out of a drawer. 
^This is a directory of Paris,’ said he, ‘with the trades 
after the names of the people. I want you to take it 
home with you, and to mark off all the hardware sellers 
with their addresses. It would be of the greatest use to 
me to have them.’ 

“ ‘ Surely, there are classified lists ? ” I suggested. 

“ ‘ Not reliable ones. Their system is different to ours. 
Stick at it and let me have the lists by Monday, at twelve. 
Grood-day, Mr. Pycroft ; if you continue' to show zeal and 
intelligence, you will find the company a good masten.’ 

“ I went back to the hotel with the big book under my 
arm, and with very conflicting feelings in my breast. On 
the onfe hand I was definitely engaged, and had a hundred 
pounds in my pocket. On the other, the look of the 
offices, the absence of name on wall, and other ^ the 
points which would strike a business man had left i bad 
impression as to the position of my employ eriv However, 
come whet might, I had my money, so I settled doyn to 
my task. All Sunday I was kept hard at work, yet 
by Monday I bad only got as far as H. i went round to 
my employer, found him in the same dismantled kind of 
room, and was told to keep at it until Wednesday, and 
then come a^ain. On Wednesdi^y it was still unfinished, 
so I hamm^ed dway until Friday — that is, yesterday.^ 
Then I brought jt rounj^l to Mr, Harry Pinner. 

“‘Thank you very much,’ said he. ‘I fear that I 
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andermted the difSculty of the tnsl^f This lisl: will 1t)e of 
very material assistance to me/ 

^^^It took some time/ said L 

^ And now,’ said lie, ^ I want you to make a list of the 
furniture sliops, for they all sell crockery.’ 

‘ Very good.’ 

‘ And you can come up ip-morrow evening at seven, 
and let me know how you are getting on. Don’t overwork 
yourself. A couple of hours fit Day’s^ Music-Hall’ in tlie 
evening would do you no harm after your labours.’ He 
laug])ed as he si>oke, and I saw wiih a thrill that his 
second tooth upon the left-hand side had been very badly 
siuflFed with gold.” ” 

Sherlock Holmes rubbed his hands with delight, and I 
sirred in astonishment at our client. 

‘‘ You may well look surprised, Dr. Watson, but it is 
this way,” said he. When I was speaking to the other 
chap in London at the time that he laughed at my not 
going to Mawson’s, 1 happened to notice that his tooth 
was stuffed in this very identical fashmn. The glint of 
the gold in each case caught my eye, you see. When I 
)mt that with the voice and figure being the same, and 
only tho'^e things altered which might be changed by a 
raz#r or a wig, I could not doubt that it was the same 
man. Of course, you expect two brothefs to be alike, but 
not that they should ha\e the same tooth stuffed in the 
same way. He bowed me out and I found myself in the 
street, hardly^knowing whether 1 was on my head or my 
heet^’,. Back 1 went to ihy hotel, put my head in a basin 
of ^iold water, and tried to think it out. Why had he 
sent me frsun London to Birmingham ; why had he got^ 
ther^' before me; and why had Jie written a letter from 
hims^df to himself? It was altogcdber too much for me,!* 
and I could mhke no sense of it. And then suddenly 
it stiuck me that what was dark to me mi^lit be very 
light to Mr. Sherlock Holmes. 1 had just time to get up 
ta town by the niglA t^iin, to see him this morning, and 
to bring you both back with me to Birmingliam.” 

There was a imuse after the. stockljroker’s clerk. had 
concl^uded his surprising experience. Then Sherlock 
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cocked his ^ eye at me, leaning back on the 
onions with a pjeased and yet critical face, like a con- 
n(fesenr who had just taken his first sip of a comet 
vintage. 

lather fine, Watson, is it not?” said he. There 
are points, in it which please me, I think you will agree 
with me that an interview wjtb Mr, Arthur Harry Pinner 
in the temporary oflSces of the Franco-Midland Hardware 
Company, Limited^ would-be a rather interesting ex- 
perience for both of us.” 

“ But how can we do it ? ” I asked. 

Oh, easily enough,” said Hall Pycroft, cheerily. 

“ You are two friends of mine who are in want of a billet, 
and what could be more natural than that I should bring 
you both round to the managing director ? ” 

“ Quite so ! Of course ! ” said Holmes. I should like 
to have a look at the gentleman and see if I can make 
anything of his little game. What qualities have you, 
my friend, which would make your services so valuable ? 

or is it possible that ” he began biting his nails and 

staring blankly out of the window, and we hardly drew 
another word from him until we were in New Street. 

At seven o’clock that evening we were walking, the 
three of us, down Corporafaon Street to the company’s 
offices. 

It is of no use our being at all before our time,” 
said our client. He only comes thete to see me 
apparently, for the place is deserted up to the very hour 
he names.” 

That is suggestive,” remarked Holmes. 

By Jove, I told you so ! ” cried the clerk. “ That’s 
he walking ahead of us there.” 

He pointed to a smallish, blonde, w^ell-dressed man, 
who was. bustling along the other side of the , road. As 
we watched him he looked across at a boy who was 
bawling out the latest edition of the*'‘evening paper, and, 
running over amofag the cabs and ’buses, he bought one 
from him. Then clutchihg it in his hand he vanished 
through a doorway. 
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There he goes ! ” cried Hall Pyc?oft. ‘‘ Those are tte 
company’s offices into which he has gone. Come with?<Bae 
and ni fix it up as easily as .possible,” 

, Following bis lead we ascended five stories, until we 
found ourselves outside a half-opened door, at which our 
client tapped, A voice within hade us Come in/’ and 
we entered a baie, unfurnished room, such as Hall Pycroft 
bad described. At the single table sat the man whom we 
had seen in the street, with his eveniitg paper spread out 
in front of him, and as he looked up at us it seemed to me 
that I had never looked upon a face which* bore such 
marks of grief, and of something beyond grief — of a 
horror such as comes to few men in a lifetime. His brow 
glistened with ])erspiration, his cheeks were of the dull 
dead white of a fish’s belly, and his eyes were wild and 
staring. He looked at his clerk as though he failed to 
recognise him, and I could see, by the astonishment 
depicted upon our conductor's face, that this was by no 
means the usual appearance of his empk^er. 

“ You look ill, Mr. Pinner,” he exclaimed. 

“ Yes, 1 am not very well,” answered the other, making 
obvious efforts to pull himself together, and licking his 
dry - lips before he spoke. Who are these gentlemen 
wIkAii you have brought with^ou? ” 

One is Mr. Harris, of Bermondsey, and the other is 
Mr. Price, of this town,” said our clerk, glibly. They 
are friends of mine, and gentlemen of experience, but 
they have been out of a^kce for some little time, and 
they hoped that perhapb*^ you might find an opening for 
the:ih in the company's employment.” 

Very pt^^sibly ! Very possibly!” cried Mr. Pinner, 
with a ghastly smile. “ Yes, I have no doubt that we 
shall be able to^do something for you. What is your 
]:)articular line, iVlr. Harris ? ” 

I am an accountant,” said Holmes. 

Ah, .yes, we shall want something of the sort. And 
you, Mr. Price ? ” 

A clerk,” said I. 

I have every hope that the compai^ may accommo- 
date youp I will let you know about it as soon as we 
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ccftne to any conclusidti. And now I beg that you will go. 

God’s sake, leave me to myself! ” 

These last words were shot out of him, as though the 
constraint which he was evidently setting upon himself 
had suddenly and utterly burst asunder. Holmes and I 
glanced at each other, and Hall Pycrofb took a step 
towards the table. # 

You forget, Mr. Pinner, that I am here by appoint- 
ment to receive sopg.e directions from you,” said he. 

Certainly, Mr. Pycroft, certainly,” the ot^ler answered 
in a calmer tone. You may wait here a moment, and 
there is no reason why your friends should not wait with 
you. I will be entirely at your service in three minutes, 
if I might trespass upon your patience so far.” He rose 
with a very courteous air, and bowing to us he passed 
out through a door at the farther end of the room, which 
he closed behind him. 

“ What now ? ” whispered Holmes. Is he giving us 
the slip ? ” 

Impossible,” Answered Pycroft. 

«Why so?” 

That door leads into an *mner room.” 

There is no exit ? ” 

None.” 

Is it furnished ? ” 

It was empty yesterday.” 

ThAn what on earth can he be doing ? There is some- 
thing which I don’t understand in this matter. If ever a 
man was three parts mad with terror, that man’s name is 
Pinner. What can have put the shivers on him ? ” 

“ He suspects that we are detectives,” 1 suggested. 

That’s it,” said Pycroft. 

Holmes shook his head. He did not turn pale. He 
tcoa pale when we entered the room,” said*he. “ It is just 
possible tha? ” 

His words were interrupted by a sharj) rat-tat from the 
direction of thp inner door. 

“ What the deuce is he knocking at his own door for ? ” 
cried the clerk. \ 

A p’ain and much louder came the rat-tat-tat. We all 
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gazed expectantly at the closed door. Grlancing at Holmes 
I saw his face turn rigid, and he leaned forward in intense 
excitement. Then suddenly came a low gurgling, gargling 
sound and a brisk drumming upon woodwork. Holmes 
sprang frantically across the room and pushed at the door. 
It was fastened on the inner side. Following his example, 
we threw ourselves upon it With all our weight. One 
hinge snapped, then the other^ and down came the door 
with a crash. Bushing over it we found ourselves in the 
inner room. 

It was emj^ty* 

But it was only for a moment that we were at fault. 
At one corner, the corner nearest the room which we had 
left^ there was a second door. Holmes sprang to it and 
pulled it open. A coat and waistcoat were lying on the 
floor, and from a hook behind the door, with his own 
braces round his neck, was hanging the managing director 
of the Franco-Midland Hardware Com 2 )any. His knees 
were drawn uj>, his head hung at a dreadful angle to his 
body, and the clatter of his heels against the door made 
the noise which had broken in upon our conversation. In 
an instant I had caught him round the waist and held 
him up, while Holmes and Pycroft untied the elastic 
bancfs which had disappeared Jpetween th<i livid creases of 
skin. Then we carried him into the other room, where 
he lay with a slate-coloured face, j)uffing his purple J4)s in 
and out wnth e.very breath — ^a dreadful wreck of all that 
lie had been but five minijtes before. 

What do you think of him, Watson ? ” asked Holmes. 

I idoo^ied over him and examined him. His pulse was 
feeble and Jfiterrnitteut, but his breathing grew longer, 
and there was a little shivering of his eyelids which 
showed a thin wbi^e slit of ball beneath. 

It has been touch and go with him,” said I, but 
hell live now. Just ojien that window and liShd me 
the water canife.’^ { undid his collar, poured the cold 
wafer over his face, and Vaised and sank his arms until he 
drew a long natural breath. 

“ It’s only a question of time now,” said as I turned 
away i^om him. 
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Holmes stood by the table with his hands deep in his 
' tf^asers pockets ^d his chin upon his breast. 

I suppose we ought to call the police*in now,” said he ; 
‘‘and jet I confess that I like to give them a complete* 
ejise when they come.” 

** It'S a blessed mystery to me,” cried Py croft, sciriteh- 
ing Ms head, ‘‘ Whatever they wanted to bring me all 
the WOT up here for, and then ” 

^^Foob ! All tifet IS clear enough/^ said Holmes, im- 
patiently. It is this last sudden move.” 

You understand the rest, then ? ” 

I think that is fairly obvious. What doyou say, Watson ?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

I must confess that I am out of my depths,” said 

“ Oh, surely, if you consider the events at first they can 
only point to one conclusion.” 

What do you make of them V ” 

Well, the whole thing hinges upon two points. The 
first is the making of Pycroft write a declaration by which 
he entered the service of this preposterous comi)any. Do 
you not see how very suggestive that is ? ” 

I am afraid I miss the point.” 

** Well, why did they want him to do it ? Not as a 
business matter, for these arrangements are usually verbal, 
and there was no earthly business reason why this should 
be an ^exception. Don^t you see, my young friend, that 
they were very anxious to obtain a specimen of your 
handwriting, and had no other 'yay of doing it ? ” 

And why ? ” 

Quite so. Why ? MTien we answer that, we tiave 
made some progress with our little ])robIera. Why ?* 
There can be only one adequate reason. Someone wanted 
to learn to imitate your writing, aiid^'had to procure a 
jspecimen of it first. And now if we pass on to the second 
point, we find that each throws light upon ‘ the other. 
Tliat point is the request made by Pjniier that you ^should 
not resign your place, but should leave the managef of 
this important business in the full expectation that a Mr.* 
Hadl. Pycroft, wh^m he had never seen, was about to enter 
the office upon the Monday morning.” 



My Grod ! ” cried our client, “ wllat a blinU beetle; I 
have been ! ” 

Now you see the point about the handwriting. Sup- 
pose that someone turned np in your place who wrote a 
^completely different hand from that in which you, had 
applied for the vacancy, of course the game would have 
been up. But in the interval the rogue learnt to imitate 
you, and his position was therefore secure, as I pre- 
sume that nobody in the office had ever set eye^ upon 
you 

Not a soulf” groaned Hall Pycroft 
Very good. Of course, it was of the utmost impor- 
tance to prevent you from thinking better of it, and also 
bo keep you from coming into contact with anyone who 
might tell you that your double was at work in Mawson’s 
office. Therefore they gave you a handsome advance on 
^our salary, and ran you off to the Midlands, where they 
^ve you enough work to do to prevent your going to 
l-K)ndon, where you might have burst their little game up. 
That is all plain enough.” , 

‘^But why should this man pretend to be his own 
brother ? ” 

Well, that is pretty clear also. There are evidently 
onlydtwo of them in it. The other is j)ersonating you at 
the office. This one acted at your engfiger, and then 
Found that he could not find you an employer without 
idmittiug a third person into his plot. That he was 
most unwilling to do. He changed his appearance as far 
IS he could, and trusted • that the likeness, which you 
iould not fail to observe, would be i)ut down to a family 
resemblance^^ But for the happy chance of the gold 
itufiing your suspicions would probably have never been 
iroused.” 

Hall Pycroft shook his clenched hands in the air. 
Mrood Lord I” he cried,* While I have been_fooled m 
his way, what has this other Hall Pycroft been doings t 
Vlayrson’s ? What should we do^ Mr. Holmes ? Tell me 
what to do ! ” * 

We must wire to Mawson’s.”* 

They shut at twelve on Saturdays/’ 
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*‘N6vet iiuiia; tutsie umjr uts some door-keeper or 
attendant 

""•‘Ah, yes; thef keep a permanent guard there on 
account of the value of the "securities that they hold, 1 
remember hearing it talked of in the City.” 

“Very good, we shall wire to him, and see if all is well, 
and if a clerk of your name is working there. That is 
clear enough, but what is not so clear is why at sight of us * 
one of the rogues should instantly walk out of the room 
and hang himself/ 

“ The paper ! ” croaked a voice behind us. The man 
was sitting up, blanched and ghastly, wdth returning 
reason in his eyes, and hands which rubbed nervously at 
the broad red band which still encircled his tliroat. * 

“The paper! Of course!” yelled Holmes, ir a 
paroxysm of excitement. “ Idiot that 1 was I J thought 
so much of our visit that the paj)er never entered my head 
for an instant. To be sure the secret iimsl lie there.” 
He flattened it out on the table, and a cry of tnumpb 
burst from his lips. 

“ Look at this, Watson ! ” he cried. “ It is a London 
paper, an enily edition of the Evothig Eiiand'inL Hete 
is wliat w^e want. Look at the headhnes — ‘ Cnine m the 
City. Muid<M* at Maw son and Williams’. Gigantu* At- 
tempted Jlobhery; Ca}>t’ue of llie Cnininal.’ Here, 
Wp.t'.oii, w^e are all equally anxious to hear it, so kindly 
lead it aloud to us.” 

It apjieared from its position in the ])a]K^r to have been 
the one e^ent of importance in ^own, and the account of it 
ran in this way ; — 

“ A desperate atterajit at robberv, culmiiviting in the, 
death of one man and tlie cajiture of the ciiminal, occurred 
this afternoon m the VAt}. For some time back Mawson 
and Williams, the famous financial li«i‘*vS lia\e been the 
guardiai'iiv^of securities w’hich amount m tlie aggregate 
to 'a sum of considerably over a millioii sterling, tso con- 
scious was the manager of the resjionsibility which 
devolved u]>on him iii consequence of the great interests 
at stake, that safes of the \eiy latest const ruction have 
employed," and an armed watchman has been left 
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day and night in the building. It appears that last W€^ 
a new clerk, named Hall Pycroft, was engaged by the 
iirm. This person appears to have been none other than 
♦Beddington, the famous forger and cracksman, who, with 
his brother, has only recently emerged from a five years* 
spell of penal servitude. By some means, which are not 
yet clear, he succeeded in winning, under a false ^name, 
this official position in the office, whiph he utilized in 
order to obtain mouldings of various locks, and a thorough 
knowledge of the position of the strong room and the 
safes. 

It is customary at Mawson’s for the clerks to leave at 
midday on Saturday, Sergeant Tiison, of the City Police, 
vvas^somcwhat surprised therefore to see a gentleman with 
i carpet bag come down the steps at twenty minutes past 
one. His suspicions being aroused, the sergeant followed 
the man, and with the aid of Constable Pollock succeeded, 
after a most desperate resistance, in arresting him. It 
was at once clear that a daring and gigairtic robbery had 
neen committed. Nearly a hundred thousand pounds 
worth of American railway bonds, with a large amount of 
scrip in other mines and companies, were discovered in the 
bag. ^ On examining the premises the body of the unfor- 
tunate watchniJin was found doubled up and thrust into 
the largest of the safes, where it would not have been 
discovered until Monday morning had it not been fcfr the 
prompt action of Sergeant Tusoii. The man’s skull had 
been shattered by a blowrfrom a poker, delivered from 
behind. There could be no doubt that Beddington had 
obtained enti^nce by pretending that he had left some- 
thing behind liim, and having murdered the watchman, 
rapidly rifled the large safe, and then made off with his 
booty. His brotb^iv who usually works with him, has not 
appeared in this job, as far as can at present 4^44 n»isc^ 
tained, although the -police are making energetic inquiri es 
as to his whereabouts.’# 

“Well, we may save the police some' little trouble in 
(liat direction,” said Holmes, glancing at the haggard 
figure huddled up by the window. “ Huiifan n at lue is-erN 
strange mixture, Watson. You ^ee thftt even a villaiav 
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I^id a murderer can inspire such affection that his 
brother turns to suicide when he learns that his neck 
is forfeited. However^ we have no choice as to our 
action. The doctor and I will remain on guard, Mr.' 
Pycroft, if you will have the kindness to step out for the 
IK)lice.’’ 



THE “ GLOEIA SCOTI' 



HAV’'E some papers here,’* said my fnend, 
Sherlock Holmes, as we sat one winter’s 
night on either side of the fire, which I 
really think, Watson, ^t would be worth your 
while to glance over. These are the docu- 


ments in the extraordinary case of the Gloria Scotty and 


this is the message which struck Justice of the Peace 


Trevor dead with horror when he read it.” 


He had picked from a drawer a little tarnished cylinder, 
and, undoing the tape, he handed me a short note 
scrawled upon a half sheet of slate-grey paper. 

The supply of game for London is going steadily up,” 
it r^n. Head-keeper Hiidvson, we believe, has been now 
told to receive all orders for fly-paper, and for preservation 
of your hen pheasant’s life.” 

As I glanced up from reading this enigmatical message 
I saw Holmes chuckling at the expression upon my face. 

You look a little bewildered,” said he. 

I cannot see how such a message as this could in- 
s]>ire liorroljj It seems to me to be rather grotesque than 
otherwise.” 


ay^ry likely. Yet the xact remains that th^ reader, 
who was a fine, ?obust old man, was knocked clean down 


by it, as if it had l)(‘en the bntt-end of a pistqi^^ • ^ 
You Jirouse my curiosity,” said I. But wliv^ 
say just* now that tkere were very particular reasons why 
1 should study this case?” 

‘^Because it was the first -in which I was ever en- 


gaged.” 
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I Iiad otten endeavoured to elicit from my companion 
iwbat Jbad Brst turned bis mind in the direction of criminal 
r^earcb, but I had never caught him before in a com- 
municative humour. Now he sat forward in his arm- 
chair, and spread out the documents upon bis knees. 
Then he lit his pipe and sat for some time smoking and 
turning them over. 

*‘You never heard me talk of Victor Trevor?” he 
asked. He was the only Aiend I made during the two 
years that I was at college. I was never a very sociable 
fellow, Watson, always rather fond of moping in my rooms 
and working out my own little methods of thought, so 
that I never mixed much with the men of my year. Bar 
fencing and boxing I had few athletic tastes, and then my 
line of study was quite distinct from that of the other 
fellows, so that we had no points of contact at all. Trevor 
was the only man I knew, and that only through the 
accident of his bull-terrier freezing on to my ankle one 
morning as I went down to chapel. 

It was a prosaic way of forming a friendship, but it 
was efiective. I was laid by the heels for ten days, and 
Trevor used to come in to inquire after me. At first it 
was only a minute’s chat, but soon his visits lengthened, 
and before the end of the term we were close friends. He 
was a hearty, full-blooded fellow, full of spirit and 
energy, the very opposite to me in most respects ; but we 
found we had some subjects in common, and it was a bond 
of union when I learned that he was as friendless as I. 
Finally, he invited me down to his father’s })lace at 
Donnithorpe, in Norfolk, and I accepted his ho^pitality 
for a month of the long vacation. 

Old Trevor was evidently a man of some wealth and 
consideration, a J.P, and a landed proprietor. Donni- 
thorpe is a little hamlet just to the north of Langmere, in 
the country of the Broads. The house was. an old- 
msinoned, wide-si:>read, oak-beamed, brick building, with a 
tine lime-lined avenue leading up to it. There was 
excellent wild duck shooting in the fens, remarkably good 
fishing, a small ^but select library, taken over, as I under- 
from a foimer occupant, and a tolerable cook* so 
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that it would be a fastidious man who could not put in a 
pleasant month there. 

Trevor senior was a widower, and jny fidend wasiGs 
only son. There had been *a daughter, I beard, but she 
had died of diphtheria while on a visit to Birmingham. 
The father interested me extremely. He was a man of 
little culture, but with a considerable amount of rude 
strength both physically and* mentally. He knew hardly 
any books, but he had travelled far, had seen muCh of the 
world, and had remembered all that l?e had learned. In 
person he was a thick-set, burly man, with a shock of 
grizzled hair, a brown, weather-beaten face, and blue eyes 
which were keen to the verge of fierceness. Yet he ha^ a 
reputation for kindness and charity on the country side, 
aAd was noted for the leniency of his sentences from the 
bench. 

“ One evening, shortly after my arrival, we were sitting 
over a glass of port after dinner, when young Trevor 
began to talk about those habits of observation and infer- 
ence which I had already formed into a system, although 
I had not yet appreciated the part which they were to 
play in my life. The old man evidently thought that his 
son was exaggerating in his description of one or two 
trkdal feats which I had performed. 

^‘‘Come now, Mr. Holmes,’ said he? laughing good- 
humouredly, ‘ I’m an excellent subject, if you can deduce 
anything from me.’ 

fear there is not very much,’ I answered. ‘I 
might suggest that you have gone about in fear of some 
personal attack wh bin the last twelve months.’ 

The it^ugh faded from his lips, and he stared at me in 
great surj^rise. 

‘‘‘Well, that’s true enough,’ said he. ‘You know, 
Victor,’ turning to his son, ‘ when we broke up that 
pofiching gang, they swore to knife, us; and^Sjr Edward 
Iloby 1ms actually been attacked. I've always beeiiTWfro) 
guard since then, lihoyghihave no idea how you know it. 

“ ‘ You have a very handsome stick,’ I taswered. ‘ Bj 
the inscription, 1 observed that you had not had it more 
than a year. But you have taken soiAe pains to hnfe th« 
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; Jiead of it and pour melted lead into the hole, so as to 
make it a formidable weapon. I argued that you would 
UOT take such pre<?autions unless you had some danger to 
fear.’ 

‘‘ ‘ Anything else ? ’ he asked, smiling. 

^ You have boxed a good deal in your youth.’ 

‘ Eight again. How did you know it ? Is my nose 
knocked a little out of the straight ? ’ 

‘ No,’ said I. ^ ^ It is <your ears. They have the 
peculiar flattening and thickening which marks the boxing 
man.’ 

‘ Anything else ? ’ 

‘ You have done a great deal of digging, by your 
callosities.’ 

Made all my money at the gold-fields. 

‘ You have been in New Zealand.’ 

« ‘ Eight again.’ 

‘‘ ‘ You have visited Japan.’ 

^ ^ Quite true.’ 

^ And you have been most intimately associated with 
someone whose initials were J. A., and whom you after- 
wards were eager to entirely forget’ 

“ Mr. Trevor stood slowly ujj, fixed liis large blue eyes 
on me with a strange, wild stare, and then pitched 
forward on* his fdce among the nutshells which strewed 
the cloth, in a dead faint. 

“ You can imagine, Watson, how shocked both his son 
and I were. His attack did not last long* however, for 
when we undid his collar and sprinkled the water from one 
of the finger glasses over his face, he gave a gasp or two 
and sat up. 

^ Ah, boys ! ’ said he, forcing a smile. ^ I ho})e I 
haven’t frightened you. Strong as I look,, there is a w^eak 
.place in myheai't, and it does not take much to knock me 
■ over; I /lor't know how you manage this, Mr. Holmes, 
seems to me that all the detectives of fact and 
of fancy would be children in your bands. That’s your 
line of life, sir,* and you may take the word of a man who 
has seen something of the world.’ 

that re^mmendation, with the exaggerated 
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estimate of my ability with which he prefaced it, was, i^ 
you will believe me, Watson, the very first thing which 
ever made me feel that a profession might be made otffof 
what had up to that time* been the merest hobby.’ At 
the moment, however, I was too much concerned at the 
sudden illness of my host to think of anything else. 

‘I hope that I have said^ nothing to pain you,’ said I. 

^ Well, you certainly touched upon rather a tender 
point. Might I ask how yeu know^nd how much you 
know ? ’ He spoke now in a half-jesting fashion, but a 
look of terror still lurked at the back of his eyes. 

“^It is simplicity itself,’ said I. ‘When you bared 
yom’ arm to draw that fish into the boat I saw that 
“ J . A. ” had been tattooed in the bend of the elbow. The 
letters were still legible, but it was perfectly clear from 
their blurred appearance, and from the staining of the 
skin round them, that efforts had been made to obliterate 
them. It was obvious, then, that those initials had once 
been very fiimiliar to you, and that you had afterwards 
wished to forget them.’ 

a i What an eye you have ! ’ he cried, with a sigh of 
relief. ‘It is just as you say. But we won’t talk of it. 
Of all ghosts the ghosts of our old loves are the worst. 
Cbme into the billiard-room and have a quiet cigar.’ 

“ From tliat day, amid %11 his cordiality, there was 
always a touch of suspicion in Mr. Trevor’s manner 
towards me. Even his son remarked it. ‘You*ve given 
the governo!* such a turn,’ said lie, ‘ that he’ll never be 
sure again of what yoft know and what you don’t know.’ 
He did not mean to show it, I am sure, but it was so 
stronglyfo bis mind that it peeped out at every action. 
At last I became so convinced that I was causing hidi 
uneasiness I drew my visit to a close. On the very; 
day, however* before I left, an incident occurred which 
proved in ’the sequel to be of importance. 

“ We were sifting out upon the lawn on garden 
•the three of us,* backing in the sun and admiring the 
view across the Broads, when the maid came out to say 
that there was a man at the/ door who wanted to see Mr. 
Trevor, 
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‘ What is his name ? ’ asked my host. 

^ He would not give any.’ 

What does he^ want, then ? ’ 

^'He says that you know him, and that he only wants 
a moment’s conversation.’ 

‘ Show him round here.’ An instant afterwards there 
appeared a little weazened fellow, with a cringing manner 
and a shambling style of walking. He wore an open 
jacket, \i^ith a splotch of tar on the sleeve, a red and 
black check shirt, dungaree trousers, and heavy boots 
badly worn. His face was thin and brown and crafty, 
with a perpetual smile upon it, which showed an irregular 
line of yellow teeth, and his crinkled hands were half 
closed in a way that is distinctive of sailors. As he came 
slouching across the lawn I heard Mr. Trevor make a sore 
of hiccoughing noise in his throat, and, jumping out of 
his chair, he ran into the house. He was back in a 
moment, and I smelt a strong reek of brandy as he 
passed me. 

^ Well, my man^’ said he, ^what can I do for you ? ’ 

‘‘ The sailor stood looking at him with puckered eyes, 
and with the same loose-lipped smile upon his face. 

You don’t know me?’ he asked. 

« < WTiy, dear me, it is surely Hudson ! ’ said Mr. 
Trevor, in a tone of surprise. 

^ Hudson it is, sir,’ said the seaman. W^hy, it’s 
thirty yerr and more since I saw you last. Here you are 
in your house, and me still picking my salt meat out of 
the harness cask.’ 

^ ‘ Tut, you will find that I have not forgotten old 
times,’ cried Mr. Trevor, and, walking towards the sailor, 
hfe said something in a low voice. ^ Go into the kitchen,’ 
he continued out loud, ‘and you will get food and drink. 
1 have no doubt that I shall find you a situation.’ 

Thank sir,’ said the seaman, touching his fore- 
IpBiti ' • I’m* just off a two-yearer in an eight-knot train p, 
short handed at that, and I wants a jes^. I thought I’d. 
get it either with Mr. Beddoes or with you.’ 

‘*‘Ah!’ cried Mr, Trevor, ‘you know where Mr. 
Bedfloes.is ? ’ 
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^ Bless you, sir, I know where all my old friends are/ 
said the fellow, with a sinister smile, and slouched oflf aft§ 3 fc 
the maid to the kitchen, Mr.^Trevor mumbled something 
to us about having been shipmates with the man when he 
was going back to the diggings, and then, leaving us on 
the lawn, ho went indoors. An hour later, when we 
entered the house we found Jbim stretched dead drunk 
upon the dining-room sofa. The whole incident left a 
most ugly impression upon my* mind, aj^d I was not sorry 
next day to leave Donnithorpe behind me, for I felt that - 
my presence must be a source of embarrassment to my 
friend. 

All this occurred during the first month of the long 
vacation. I went uy^ to my London rooms, where I Spent 
seven weeks working out a few experiments in organic 
chemistry. One day, however, when the autumn was fiir 
advanced and the vacation drawing to a close, I received 
a telegram from my friend imploring me to return to 
Donnithorj)e, and saying that he was in great need of my 
advice and assistance. Of course I dropped everything 
and set out for the north once more. 

He met me with the dog-cart at the station, and I saw 
► at a glance tliat the last two months had been very trying 
onesrfor him. He had grown thin and careworn, and had 
lost the loud, cheery manner tor which lie had been re- 
markable. 

‘ The governor is dying,’ were the first words he said. 

^ Impossibl(S ! ’ I cried. ‘ What is the matter ? ’ 
‘"^Apoplexy. Nervous fihock. He’s been on the yerge 
all day. 1 doubt if we shall find him alive.’ 

‘•I w^as, you may think, Watson, horrified at this 
unexpected news. 

‘‘ ‘What has c;msed it ? ’ I asked. 

“‘ Ah, that is tlie point. Jump in, and we can talk it 
over while we drive. You remember that $h^ 

came upon the evetiing before you left us ? ’ ^ 

‘‘ ‘ Perfectly.’’ 

“ ‘ Do you know who it was that we let into the house 
that day ? ” 

“‘I have no idea.’ 
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‘ It was the Devil, Holmes ! ’ he cried. 

I stared at him in astonishment. 

‘ Yes ; it wffs the Devil Jbimself. We have not had a 
peaceful hour since— not one. The governor has never, 
held up his head from that evening, and now the life has 
been crushed out of him, and his heart broken all through 
this accursed Hudson.’ * 

‘ What pf)wer had he, then ? ’ 

^^‘Ah, that isiwhat iVould give so much to know. 
The kindly, charitable, good old governor ! How could he 
have fallen into the clutches of such a ruffian ? But I am 
80 glad that you have come. Holmes. I trust very much 
to your judgment and discretion, and I know that you will 
advise me for the best.’ 

We were dashing along the smooth, white couhtry 
road, with the long stretch of Broads in front of us 
glimmering in the red light of the setting sun. From a 
grove upon our left I could already see the high chimneys 
and the flag-staff which marked the squire’s dwelling. 

<<<My father \nade , the fellow gardener,’ said my com- 
panion, ‘ and then, as that did not satisfy him, he was pro- 
moted to be butler. The house seemed to be at his mercy, 
and he wandered about and did what he chose in it. The" 
maids comjilaiped of his drunken habits and his^' vile 
language. The dad raised ^heir wages an round to recom- 
pense them for the annoyance. The fellow would take the 
boat dnd my father’s best gun and treat himself to little 
shooting parties. And all this with such a sneering, leer- 
ing, insolent face, that I would have knocked him down 
twenty times over if he had been a man of iny own age. 
I tell you, Holmes, I have had to keep fi tight hold’ 
upon myself all this time, and now I am asking myself 
whether, if I had let myself go a little njore, I might not 
have been a wiser man. 

. matters went from bad to worse* with us, and 

this animal. Hudson, became more and more intrusive, 
until at tasL. on his making some 'insolent reply to* my 
fethe- in my presence one day, I took him by the shoulder 
and turned him^out of the room. He slunk away with a 
livid face, and xwo venomous eyes whicK uttered more 
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threats than his tongue could do. I don’t know what 
passed between the poor dad and him after that, but thj^ 
dad came to me next day and asked me whether I wotild 
mind apologizing to Hudson, I refused, as you can 
imagine, and asked my father how he could allow such a 
wretch to take such liberties with himself and his house- 
hold. 

" Ah, my boy,’ said he, ‘ it is all very well to talk, but 
you don’t know how I am placed. But| you shall know, 
Victor. I’ll see that you shall know, come what may ! 
You wouldn't believe harm of your poor old father, would 
you, lad ? ’ He was very much moved, and shut himself 
up in the study all day, where I could see through the 
window that he was writing busily. 

That evening there came wdiat seemed to be a grand 
release, for Hudson told us that he was going to leave us. 
He wiilked into the dining-rooru as we sEtt after dinner 
and announced his intention in the thick voice of a half- 
drunken man, 

‘‘ ‘ I’ve had enough of Norfolk,’ said hef ‘ I’ll run down 
to ]\Ir. Beddoes, in Hampshire. He’!! be as glad to see me 
as you were, I daresay.’ 

‘ You’re not going away in an nnkind .spirit, Hudson, 
I hope?’ said my father, with a tameness which made my 
blood boil. 

‘‘ ‘ I’ve not had my ’pology,’ said he, sulkily, glancing in 
my direction. 

‘ V^ictor, yoti will acknowledge that you have used this 
worthy fellow rather roughly ? ’ said the dad, turnirig to 
me. 

^ Oil theViontrary, I think that we have both shown ex- 
traoixiinary patience towards him,’ I answered. 

‘ Oh, you do„^o you ? ’ he snarled, ‘ Very good, mate. 
We’ll see about* that ! ’ He slouched out of the room, 
and half an hour aftei-Wards left the house, l?^4vuig^m‘;\| 
father in a state of pitiable nervousness. Night after nigifft 
I heard him pacing Itis ?ooin, and it was just as he was 
.recovering his confidence that the blow did at last fall. 

‘ And how ? ’ I asked, eagerly. 

^^^In a most extraordinary fashion. •A letter arrived 
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for my father yesterday evening, bearing the Fording- 
hridge postmark. My father read it, clapped both his 
hands to his head, and beg^n running round the room in 
little circles like a man who has been driven out of hia 
senses. When I at last drew him down on to the sofa, his 
mouth and eyelids were all puckered on one side, and 
I saw that he had a stroke. Dr. Fordliam came over at 
once, and we put him to bed; but the paralysis has spread, 
he lias shown m sign of returning consciousness, and I 
think that we shall hardly find him alive.’ 

“‘You horrify me, Trevor!’ I cried. ‘What, then, 
could have been in this letter to cause so dreadful a result?’ 

“‘Nothing. There lies the inexplicable part of it. 
The messHge was absurd and trivial. Ah, my Grod, it is as 
1 feared ! ’ 

“As he spoke we came round the curve of the avenue, 
and saw in the fading light that every blind in the house 
had been drawn down. As we dashed up to the door, my 
friend’s face convulsed with grief, a gentleman in black 
emerged from it. 

“ ‘ When did it happen, doctor? ’ asked Trevor. 

“ ‘ Almost immediately after you left.’ 

“ ‘ Did he recover consciousness ? ’ 

“ ‘For an instant before the end.’ 

“ ‘ Any message for me r ’ 

“ ‘ Only that the papers were in the back drawer of the 
Japanese cabinet.’ 

“ My friend ascended with the doctor to the chamber of 
death, while I remained in the study, turning the whole 
matter over and over in m^’^head, and feeling is sombre as 
ever I had done in my life. What w^as the past of t his 
Trevor : imgilist, traveller, and gold-digger ; and how had 
he placed himself in the power of this a id-faced seaman ? 
Why, too, should he faint at an allusion to the half-effaced 
mi'+iah. ujjon his arm, and die of fright when he had a 
letter from Fordingbridge ? Then 1 remembered that 
F'ordingbridge was in Hampshire, and that this Mr. 
Beddoe^', whom the seaman had gone to visit, and presum- 
ably to blackmail, had also been mentioned as living in 
Hampshire. The letter, then, might either come from 



GLORIA ROiiTT” 79 

Hudson, the seaman, saying that he had betrayed the 
guilty secret which appeared to exist, or it might coi^ 
from Beddoes, warning an old confederate that sucE a 
betrayal was imminent. So far it seeded clear enough. 
But, then, how could the letter be trivial and grotesque 
as described by the son ? He must have misread it. If 
so, it must have been one of Jhose ingenious secret codes 
which mean one thing while they seem to mean another. 
I must see this letter. If the»e were {^hidden meaning in 
it, I was confident that I could pluck it forth. For an 
hour I sat pondering over it in the gloom, until at 
last a weeping maid brought in a lamp, and close at her 
heels came my friend Trevor, pale but composed, with 
these very papers which lie upon my knee held in his 
grasp. He sat down opposite to me, drew the lamp to the 
edge of the table, and handed me a short note scribbled, 
as you see, upon a single sheet of grey paper. ‘ The supply 
of game for London is going steadily up,’ it ran. ^ Head- 
keeper Hudson, we believe, has been now told to receive 
all orders for fly-paper and for preservation of your hen 
pheasant’s life.’ 

I daresay my face looked as bewildered as yours did 
just now when first 1 read this message. Then I re-read 
it very carefully. It was evidently as 1 had thought, and 
some second meaning must buried in this strange com- 
bination of words. Or could it be that there was a pre- 
arranged significance to such phrases as ‘fly-paper’ and 
‘ hen pheasant ’ ? Such a meaning would be arbitrary, 
and could not be deduced in any way. And yeti was loth 
to believe that this was the case, and the presence of the 
word ‘ Hucison ’ seemed to show that the subject of the 
message was as I had guessed, and that it was from^ 
Beddoes rather j^han the sailor. I tried it backwards, but 
the combinatioil, ‘Life pheasant’s hen,’ was not encourag- 
ing. Then -I tried alternate words, but neith^r^‘The 
for ’ nor ‘ supply ‘game London ’ promised to throw"' 
light upon it. , Thefi iij an instant the key of the riddle 
was in my hands, and I saw that every third word begin- 
ning with the first would give a message which might w ell 
drive old Trevor to despair. 
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It was short and terse, the warning, as 1 now read it 

my companion : — 

‘ The game is up. Hudson has told all. Fly for your 
life/ 

Victor Trevor sank his face into bis shaking bauds. 
^It must be that, I suppose/ said he. ^ This is worse than 
death, for it means disgrace as well But what is the 
meaning of these “ head-keepers ” and hen pheasants ” ?’ 

^It means nothing to the message, but it might mean 
a good deal to us if we had no other means of discovering 
the sender. You see that he has begun by writing, The 
. . . game . • . is,” and so on. Afterwards he had, 

to fulfil the prearranged cipher, to fill in any two words 
in each space. He would naturally use the first words which 
came to his mind, and if there were so many which 
referred to sport among them, you may be tolerably sure 
that he is either an ardent shot or interested in breeding. 
Do you know anything of this Beddoes ? ’ 

« i Why, now that you mention it,’ said he, ^ I remember 
that my poor father used to have an invitation from him 
to shoot over his preserves every autumn.’ 

® Then it is undoubtedly from him that the note 
comes,’ said I. ^ It only remains for us to find out what 
this secret was which the sailor Hudson seems to have held 
over the heads of these two' wealthy and respected men.’ 

‘ Alas, Holmes, I fear that it is one of sin and shame ! ’ 
cried my friend. ‘ But from you I shall have no secrets* 
Here is the statement which was drawn up by my father 
when he knew that the danger from Hudson had become 
imminent. I found it in the Japanese cabine^, as he told 
the doctor. Take it and read it to me, for I have neither 
the strength nor the courage to do it myself.’ 

These are the very papers, Watson, v^^hich he handed 
to me, and I will read them to you as I read them in the 
. old iitudyrithat night to him. They are indors^ed outside 
as you see : ^ Some particulars of the voyage of t|ie barque 
Gloria Scotty from her leaving , Falmouth on the 8th 
October, 1855, to her destruction in N. lat. 15° 20', W. 
long. 25° 14', on- November 6th.’ It is in the form of a 
letter, and runs hi this way : — 
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My deaa*, dear son, — ^Now that approaching disgrace 
begins to darken the closing years of my life, I can 
with all truth and honesty that it is no£ the terror of* the 
law, it is not the loss of my position in the county, nor is 
it my fall in the eyes of all who have known me, which 
cuts me to the heart; but it is the thought that you 
should come to blush for me* — ^you who iove me, and who 
have seldom, I hope, had reason to do other than respect 
me. But if the blow falls wnich is ftfr ever hanging over 
me, then I should wish you to read, this that you may 
know straight from me how far I have been to blame. 
On the other hand, if all should go well (which may 
kind God Almighty grant !), then if by any chance this 
p:^per should be still undestroyed, and should fall into 
your hands, I conjure you by all you hold sacred, by the ; 
memory of your dear mother, and by the love which has 
been between us, to hurl it into the fire, and to never give 
one tliought to it again. 

If, then, your eye goes on to read this line, I know 
that 1 shall already have been, exposed and dragged from . 
my home, or, as is more likely — for you know that my 
heart is weak — be lying with my tongue sealed for ever in 
dentil. In either case the time for suppression is past, 
and every word which I tel\ you is the .naked truth ; and 
this I swear as I hope for mercy. 

My name, dear lad, is not Trevor. I was James 
Armitage in. my younger days, and you can understand 
now the shock that it ,was to me a few weeks ago when 
your college friend addressed me in words which seemed 
to imply fiiat he had surmised my secret. As Armitage it 
was that* I entered a London banking house, and as 
Armitage I was convicted of breaking my country's laws, 
and was sen triced to transportation. Do not think very 
harshly of me, laddie.. It was a debt of honour, so-called, 
which I had to pay, and I used money which 'w^ 
own to do it, in thg certainty that I could replace it before 
fhere could Be any possibility of its being missed. But 
the most dreadful ill-luck pursued me. The money which 
I had reckoned upon never came to hapd, and a prejmature 
examination of accounts exposed ipy deficit. The case 
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might have been dealt leniently with, but the laws 
wme more harshly administered thirty years ago than 
nowy and on my ‘twenty-third birthday I found myself 
chained as a felon with thirty-seven other convicts in 
the ’tween dects of the barque Gloida Scott, bound for 
Australia. 

It was the yeai* ’ 55, when the Crimean War \^as at its 
height, and the old convict ships had been largely used as 
transports in the Blhck Sea. The Government was com- 
pelled therefore to use smaller and less suitable vessels for 
sending out their prisoners. The Gloria Scott had been 
ill the Chinese tea trade, but she was an old-fasliioned, 
heavy-bowed, broad-beamed craft, and the new clippers 
had cut her out. She was a 500-ton boat, and besides her 
thirty-eight gaol-birds, she carried twenty-six of a crew, 
eighteen soldiers, a captain, three mates, a doctor, a chap- 
lain, and four warders. Nearly a hundred souls were in her, 
all told, when we set sail from Falmouth. 

The partitions between the cells of the convicts, in- 
stead of being of fhick oak, as is usual in convict ships, 
were quite thin and frail. The man next to me upon the 
aft side was one whom I had particularly noticed when we 
were led down to the quay. He was a young man with a 
clear, hairle.4 face,, a long thii^nose, and rather nut-cracker 
jaws. He carried his head very jauntily in the air, had a 
swaggering style of walking, and was above all else remark- . 
able for' his extraordinary height. I don’t .think any of 
our heads would come up to his shoulder, and I am sure 
that he could not have measured less than six and a half 
feet. It was strange among so many sad and wfeary faces 
to see one which was full of energy and resoldtion. The 
sight of it was to me like a fire in a snowstorm. I was 
glad then to find that he was my neighbofi>, and gladder 
still when, in the dead of the night, I heard a whisper 
to nry^fear,and found that he had managed to cut an 
V>I)ening in the board which separated us. 

^ Halloa, chummy ! ’ said he, ^ w^haCs your name, and 
w^hat are you here for ? ’ 

I. answered hirq^ and asked in turn who I was talking 
with. 
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Jack PretidergasV said he, ‘and, by God,*youll 
learn to bless my name before youVe done with me ! ^ 

. “ I remembered hearing of his case, fo/ it was one whidh 
bad ii^ade an immense sensation throughout the country^ 
sometime before my own arrest. He was a man of go^ 
family and of great ability, but of incurably vicious habits, 
who had, by an ingenious system of fraud, obtained huge 
sums of money from the leading London merchants. 

“ ‘ Ah, ah ! You remember^my case? ’ said he,’ proudly. 

« < Very well indeed.’ 

“ ‘ Then maybe you remember something queer about 
it?’ 

“ ‘ What was that, then ? * 

“ ‘ IVl had nearly a quarter of million, hadn’t I ? ’ 

‘ So it was said.’ 

“ • But none was recovered, eh ? ’ 

«‘No.’ 

‘ Well, where d’ye suppose the balance is ? ’ he asked. 

“ ‘ I have no idea,’ said I. 

“ ‘ Right between my finger and thugib,’ he cried. ‘ By 
God, I’ve got more pounds to my name than you have 
hairs on your head. And if you’ve money, my son, and 
know bow to handle it and spread it, you can do any- 
thijig I Now, you don’t think it likely that a man who 
could do anything is going is wear his breeches outsitting 
in the stinking hold of a rat^gutted, beetle-ridden, mouldy 
old cofiin of a China coaster ? No, sir, such a ipan will 
look after himself, and will look alter his chums. You 
may lay to that ! You hold on to him, and you may kiss 
the Book that he’ll haul you through.’ 

“ That was his style of talk, and at first I thought it 
meant notfiing, but after a while, when he had tested me* 
and sworn me in with all possible solemnity, he let me 
understand tli^iJ- there really was a plot to gain command 
of the vessej. A dozen of the prisoners bad hatched it 
before they came -aboard ; Prendergast was the leaH^, and" 
his money was the ^notive power. 

* “ ‘ I’d a partner,’ saifl he, ‘-a rare good man, as true as a 
stock to a barrel. He’s got the dibbs, he has, and where 
do you think he is at this moment ? ^hy, he’s the chap- 
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lain oi wiis sujp — iue cimpium^ iiu lebb ; xxts muiic auueuu 
with a black coat and his papers right, and money enough 
in^his box to buy the thing right up from keel to main- 
truck. The crew are his body and soul. He could buy ’em 
at so much a gross with a cash discount, and he did it 
before ever they signed on. He’s got two of the warders 
and Mercer the second mate, and he’d get the captain 
himself if he thought him worth it.’ 

* What are we (Jo, then *4’ I asked. 

*‘‘What do you think?’ said he. ‘We’ll make the 
coats of some of these soldiers redder than ever the tailor 
did.’ 

“ ‘ But they are armed,’ said I. 

“‘And so shall we be, my boy. There’s a brace of 
pistols for every mother’s son of us, and if we can’t carry 
this ship, with the crew at our back, it’s time we were all 
sent to a young Miss’s boarding school. You speak to your 
mate on the left to night, and see if he is to be trusted." 

“ I did so, and found my other neighbour to be a young 
fellow in much the, .same position as myself, whose crime 
had been forgery. His name was Evans, but he after- 
wards change(i it, like myself, and he is now a rich and 
prosperous man in the South of England. He was ready 
enougli to join the conspiracy, as the only means of saving 
ourselves, and before we haiv crossed the Bay there were 
only two of the prisoners who were not in the secret. One 
of these was of weak mind, and we did not dare to trust 
him, and the other was suffering from jaundice, and could 
not be of any use to us. , 

“From the beginning there was really nothing to pre- 
vent us taking possession of the ship. The crew were a set 
'of ruflSans, specially picked for the job. The sham chaplain 
came into our cells to exhort us, carrying a black bag, sup- 
posed to be full of tracts ; and so often did he come that by 
the third day we had each stowed awav at the foot of our bed 
file,' a brace of pistols, a pound of powder, and twenty 
slugs. Two of the warders were agepts of Prendergast, 
and the second mate was his righf-hand man. The cap- 
tain, the two mates, two warders. Lieutenant Martin, his 
eighteen soldiers, and the doctor were all that we had 
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against ns* Yet, safe as it was, we determined to neglect 
no precaution, and to make our attack suddenly at nigbt» 

It came, however, more quickly than we expected, and in 
this vrssf : — 

One^ evening, about the third week after our start, the 
doctor had come down to see one of the prisoners, who 
was ill, and, putting his hand.down on the bottom of his 
bunk, he felt the outline of the pistols. If he had been 
silent he might have blown the whole thing ; but he was a 
nervous little chap, so he gave a cry of surprise and turned 
so. pale, that the man knew what was up in an instant and 
seized him. He was g^^ged before he could give the alarm, 
and tied down upon the bed. He had unlocked the door 
that led to the deck, and we were through it in a rush. 
The two sentries were shot down, and so was a corj)oral 
who came running to see what was the matter. There 
were two more soldiers at the door of the state-room, and 
their musket s seemed not to be loaded, for tliey never fired 
upon us, and they were shot while trjdng to fix their 
bayonets. Then we rushed on into the captain’s cabin, 
but as we pushed open the door there was an explosion 
from within, and there he lay with his head on tlie diart 
of the Atlantic, which was pinned upon the table, while 
the* chaplain stood, with a smoking pistol in his hand, 
at his elbow. The two mate^ had both been seized by the 
crew, and the whole business seemed to be settled. 

^ The state-room was next the cabin, and we flohked in 
there and flo’pped down on the settees all speaking 
together, for we were ju'^t mad with the feeling that we 
were free once more. There were lockers all round, and 
Wilson, th% shnm chaplain, knocked one of them in, and, 
pulled out a dozen of brown sherry. We cracked off the 
necks of the battles, poured the stuff out into tumblers, 
and were just tossing them off, when in an instant, without 
warnings’ there came the roar of muskets in our and 
. the saloon was so full of smoke that we could not see across • 
the table. When it cleared .away again the place was a 
shambles. Wilson and eight others were wriggling on the 
top of each other on the floor, tod the blood and brown 
sherry on that table turn me sick now ffrhen I think of it. 
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We were so cowed by the sight that I think we should 
have given the job up if it had not been for Prendergast. 
Se bellowed like^a bull and rushed for the door with all 
that were left alive at his heels. Out we ran, and t^ere on 
the poop were the lieutenant and ten of his meti. The 
swing skylights above the saloon table had been a bit open, 
and they had fired on us through the slit. We got on 
them before they could load, and they stood to it like 
men, biit we hadythe upper hand of them, and in five 
minutes it was all over. My GTod ! was there ever a 
slaughter-house like that ship? Prendergast was likei,a 
raging devil, and he picked the soldiers up as if they had 
been children and threw them overboard, alive or dead. 
There was one sergeant that was horribly wounded, and 
yet kept on swimming fora surprising time, until someone 
in mercy blew out his brains. When the fight ing was 
over there was no one left of our enemies except just the 
warders, the mates, and the doctor. 

It was over them that the great quarrel arose. There 
were many of us who were glad enough to win back our 
freedom, and yet who had no wish to have murder on our 
souls. It was one thing to knock the soldiers over with 
their muskets in their hands, and it was another to stand 
by while men were being killed in cold blood. Eight of 
us, five convicts dlnd three s&ilors, said that we would not 
see it done. But there was no moving Prendergast and 
those who were with him. Our only chance of safety lay 
in making a clean job of it, said he, and 'he would not 
leave a tongue with power to wilg in a witness-box. It 
nearly came to our sharing the fate of the prisoners, but 
at last he said that if we wished we might take* a boat and 
We jumped at the offer, for we were already sick of 
these bloodthirsty doings, and we saw that there would be 
worse before it was done. We were given a suit of sailor's 
togs -eagli, a. barrel of water, two Casks, one of junk and 
^dne of biscuits, and a compass. J^rendergast threw i\s 
over a chart, told us that we werer sh^'pwrecked mariners 
whose ship had foundered in lat. 15° N. and long. 25° W., 
and then cut the painter and let us go. 

A id now I come to the most surprising part of my 
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story, my dear son. The seamen had hauled the foreyard 
aback during the rising, but now as we left them they 
brought it square again, andj as there was a light wind 
from th(?fcnorth and east, the barque began to draw slowly 

?iway fron\ us. Our boat lay, rising and falling, upon the 
ong, smooth rollers, and Evans and I, who were the most 
:educated of the party, were sitting in the sheets working 
out our position and planning what coast we should make 
for. It was a nice question, fc^ the Cfipe de Verds was 
about 500 miles to the north of us, and the African coast 
about 700 miles to the east. On the whole, as the wind 
was coming round to north, W’e thought that Sierra Leone 
might be best, and turned our head in that direction, the 
barque being at that time nearly hull down on our star- 
boaM quarter. Suddenly as we looked at her we saw a 
dense black cloud of smoke shoot up from her, which hung 
like a monstrous tree upon the sky-line. A few seconds 
later a roar like thunder burst upon our ears, and as the 
smoke thinned away there was no sign left of the Gloria 
Scott. In an instant wre swept the boat’s head round again, 
and pulled with all our strength for the i)lace w here the 
haze, still trailing over the water, marked the scene of 
this catastrophe. 

Pt was a long hour before we reached it, and at first 
we feared that we had come tbo late to save anyone. A 
splintered boat and a number of crates and fragments of 
spars rising and falling on the waves showed us where the 
vessel had foundered, but there was no sign of life, and 
we had turned away in despair when w^e heard a cry for 
help, and saV at sonm distance a piece of wreckage with a 
man lying stretched a(?ross it. When we ])ulled him 
aboard the boat he proved to be a young seaman of the 
nanie of Hudson^ who was so burned and exhausted that 
he could give us no account of what had happened until 
the following* morning. ’ ^ 

■ t It seerned that after we had left, Prendergast and his 
gang had proceeded* to. i>ut to death the five remaining 
prisoners : the two warders had been shot and thrown over- 
board, and so also had the third ^ate. Prendergast then 
descended into the ’tween decks, and witfli his own hands 
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cut the throat of the unfortunate surgeon. There only 
^remained the first mate, who was a bold and active man. 
When he saw »the convict approaching him with the 
bloody knife in his hand, he kicked off his bonds,AA^hich he 
had somehow contrived to loosen, and rushing ^down the 
deck he plunged into the afterhold. 

“ A dozen convicts who descended with their pistols in 
search of him found him with a match-box in his hand 
seated beside aniopen p<>wder barrel, which was one of a 
hundred carried on board, and swearing that he would 
blow all hands up if he were in any way molested. An 
instant later the explosion occurred, though Hudson 
thought it was caused by the misdireOted bullet of one of 
the convicts rather than the mate’s match. Be the cause 
what it may, it was the end of the Gloria Scotty anti of 
the rabble who held command of her. 

Such, in a few words, my dear boy, is the history of 
this terrible business in which I was involved. Next day 
we were lacked up by the brig Hotspur^ bound for Aus- 
tralia, whose captain found no difficulty in believing that 
we were the survivors of a passenger ship which had 
foundered. The transport ship, Gloria Scott, was set 
down by the Admiralty as being lost at sea, and no word^ 
has ever leaked out as to her true fate. After an excellent 
voyage the Hotspur land^ us at Sydney, where Evans 
and 1 changed our names and made our way to the 
diggings, where among the crowds who were gathered 
from all nations, we had no difficulty in losing our former 
identities. 

^‘The rest I need not relate. We pi^spered, we 
travelled, we came back as rich colonials to England, and 
we bought country estates. For more thand wenty years 
we have led peaceful and useful lives, and we hoped : hat 
our past was for ever buried. Imagine, then, my feelings 
whep.^n the seaman who came to us 1 recognised- instarctly 
the man who had been picked off the wreck!' He Had 
tracked us down somehow, and had set himself to Uve 
upon our fears. You will understand now how it was that | 
I strove to keep * peace w’ith him, and you will in some 
measure sympathize with me in the fears which fill me. 
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BOW that he has gone ftom me to his other victim with 
threats upon his tongue. 

“Underneath is written, in a hand so^shaky as to be 
hardly Ir^rible, ‘ Beddoes writcfs in cipher* to say that H. 
has told eU. Sweet Lord, have mercy on our souls! ’ 
t “ That was the narrative which I read that night to 
young Trevor, and I think, Watson, that under the cir- 
cumstances it was a dramatic due. The good fellow was 
heartbroken at it, and went out to the Tprai tea planting, 
where I hear that he is doing well. As to the sailor and 
Beddoes, neither of them was ever heard of again after 
that day on which the letter of warning was written. 
They both disappeared utterly and completely. No com- 
plaint had been lodged with the police, so that Beddoes 
had mistaken a threat for a deed. Hudson had been seen 
lurking about, and it was believed by the police that he 
liad done away with Beddoes, and had fled. For myself, 
I believe that the truth was exactly the opposite. I think 
it is most probable that Beddoes, pushed to desperation, 
and believing himself to have been alreajly betrayed, had 
revenged himself upon Hudson, and had fled from the 
country with as much money as he could lay his hands 
pn. Those are the facts of the case, Doctor, and if they 
are of any use to your collection, I am sure that they are 
very heartily at your service.’^ 
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N anomaly which often struck me in the char^ 
acter of my friend Sherlock Holmes was that, 
although in his methods of thought he was 
the neatest and most methodical of mankind, 
and although also he affected a certain quiet 
primness of dress, he was none the less in his personal 
habits one of the most untidy men that ever drove a 
fellow-lodger to distraction. Not that I am in the least 
conventional ia. that resi)ect myself. The rough-and- 
tumble work in Afghanistan, corning on tlie fop of a 
natural Bohemianism of disposition, has made me rather 
more lax than befits a medicjil man. But with me thercii 
is a limit, and when I find a man who keeps his rrigars 
in the coal-scilUle, his tobacco in the toe end of a Persian 
slipper, and his unansw’ered correspondence transfixed by 
a jack-knife into the very centre of his wooden mantel- 
piece, then I begin to give m3’^self virtuo’as airs. I have 
always held, too, that pistol piactice should distinctly- he 
an open-air pastime; and when Holmes in one of his 
queer humours would sit in an arm-chair, Yifh his hair- 
trigger and a hundred Boxer cartridges, aji'd proceed to 
adorn the opposite wall with a i)atriokc* V.R. dor^e in 
bullet-pocks, J felt strongly^ that neither the atmosphere 
nor^e appearance of our room was im proved ^})y it. ^ 

Our chambers were always full of d.i.ejp&'VcMs any., of 
criminal relics, which had a way of wandering into /,• un- 
likely positions, and of tuhiing up in the butter-dish, oi|, 
in even less desirable places. But his papers were my/ 
great crux. H« bad ^ horror of destroying documents, 
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especially those which w^re connected with his past cases, 
and jet it was only once in every year or two that he 
would muster energy to docket and arrange them, for as I 
have mfltitioned somewhere iif these incoherent memoirs, 
the outfl^jirsts of passionate energy when he performed 
the remarkable feats with which his name is associated 
were followed by reactions of lethargy, daring which he 
would lie Jibout with his viofin and his books, hardly 
moving, save from the sofa^tc^ the tal^e. Thus •month 
after month his papers accumulated, until every corner of 
the room was stacked with bundles of manuscript which 
were on no account to be burned, and which could not be 
put away save by their owner. 

One winter’s night, as we sat together by the fire, I 
ventured to suggest to him that as he had finished pasting 
extracts into his commonplace book he might employ the 
next two hours in making our room a little more habitable. 
He could not deny the justice of my request, so with a 
rather rueful face he went ofi* to his bedroom, from which 
he returned presently pulling a large tin .box behind him. 
This he j)laeed in the middle of the floor, and squatting 
down upon a stool in front of it he threw back the lid. I 
pould see that it was already a third full of bundles of 
paper tied up with red tape into separate packages. 

There are cases enough here, Watson,’’ said he, look- 
ing at me with mischievous eyes. think that if you 
knew all that I had in this box you would ask me to jjull 
some out instead of putting others in.” 

“These are the record: of your early work, tlieii?”! 
isked. “ I have often wished that I had notes of those 
2 ases.” 

“Yes, iny ^x)y ; these were all done prematurely, before 
my 1 liographer come to glorify me.” ‘Jde lifted bundle 
^ifte; bundle in a tender, caressing sort of way. “They 
ire not all successes, Watson,” said he, “ but there are 
soFiie pretty little problems among them. Here’s the 
rec( rd of the Tarletor .murders, and the case of Vamberry, 
the wine merchant, and the adventure of the old Russian 
woman, and the singular affair of the aluminium crutch, 
as well as a full account of Ricole^ti of the club foot •and 

n 
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his abominable wife. And bere-^b^ now ! this really is 
something a little recherchel* 

He dived his q,rm down to the bottom of the chest, and 
brought up a small wooden box, with a sliding j’d^ such 
as children’s toys are kept in. From within he iroduced 
a crumpled piece of paper, an old-fashioned brass key, a 
peg of wood with a ball of string attached to it, and three 
rusty old discs of metal. 

Won, my boj, what do foil make of this lot?” he 
ask, smiling at m 3 ' expression. 

It is a curious collection.” 

Very curious, and the story that hangs round it will 
strike you as being more curious still.” 

These relics have a history, then ? ” 

So much so that they are history.” 

“ What do you mean by that ? ” 

Sherlock Holmes picked them up one by one, and laid 
them along the edge of the table. Then he reseated 
himself in his chair, and looked them over with a gleam of 
satisfaction in his eyes. 

These,” said he, ‘‘are all that I have left to remind me 
of the episode of the Musgrave Ritual.” 

I had heard him' mention the case moiee than once,, 
though I had never been able to gather the details. ^ 

“ I should be so glad,” sa>’d I, “if you would give me an 
account of it.” 

“And leave the litter as it is?” he cried, mischievously. 
“ Your tidiness won’t bear much strain, after all, Watson. 
But I should be glad that you should add this case to 
your annals, for there are points in it which make it quite 
unique in the criminal records of this or, I believe, of any 
other country. A collection of my trifling-^/ichievements 
would certainly ];)e incomplete which con 1 :.-‘>ined no account 
of this very singular business, 

' “ "J^u may remember how the affair^ Gloria 

ScoU^ and my conversation with the whose 

fate I told you of, first turned my attention in the dip'ec- 
tion of the profession which has become my life’s work. 
You see me now when my name has become known far 
and' wide, and when J[ am generally recognised both by 
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the public and by the official force as being a final court 
of appeal in doubtful cases. Even when you knew me 
first, at^lie time of the affair which you *have commemo- 
laied iw A Study in Scarlet,’ I had already established a 
coiisiderwle, though not a very lucrative, connection. 
You can hardly realize, then, how difficult I found it at 
first, and how long I had to i^ait before I succeeded in, 
making any headway. ^ ^ 

‘‘When I first came up to London I had rooms in 
Montague Street, ji>st round the comer from the British 
Museum, and there I waited, filling in my too abundant 
leisure time by studying all those branches of science 
which might make me more efficient. Now and again 
cases came in my way, principally through the introduction 
of old fellow students, for during my last years at the uni- 
versity there was a good deal of talk there about myself 
and my methods. The third of these cases w'as that of 
the Musgrave Ritual, and it is to the interest which was 
aroused by that singular chain of events, and the large 
issues which proved to be at stake, that I trace my first 
stride towards the position which I now hold. 

“Reginald^ Musgrave had been in the same college a- 
'myself, and 1 had some slight acquaintance wit!) him. 
'He was not generally ix)pular^mong the undergraduates, 
though it always seemed to me that what was set down 
pride was really an attempt to cover extreme natura" 
diffidence. In appearance he was a man of an exceedingb 
aristocratic type, thin, high-nosed, and large-eyed, witl 
languid and^yet courtly manners. He was indeed a scioi 
of one of the very oldest families in the kingdom, thougl 
his branch \fas a cadet one which had sepaiatc'd horn the 
Northern MfS^jjraves some time in the sixteenth century, 
and^had establiSibed itself in Western Shssex, where the 
mqfior house of lluilstone is perhaps the oldest inhabitea 
bU|\ding ij|‘* rtiq'c^jouuty. Something of his biniiplace 
*see ned b) clVit^ to thp man, and I never look( d at his pale, 
kera face, or the poise of his head, without associating him 
with grey archways and mullioned windows and all the 
venerable wreckage of a feudal keep. T^ow and again *we 
drifted into talk, and I can remi^mlw that more than 
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once he expressed a keen interest in my methods of obsen- 
vatioD and inference. 

*^‘For four vears I had seen nothing of him, r jtil one 
morning he walked into my room in Montagr.^ Street. 
He had changed little, was dressed like a youLg man of 
fashion — he was always a bit of a dandy — and preserved 
the same quiet, suave manner which had formerly dis- 
tinguished him. 

“ ‘ How has all gone with you, Musgrave ? ’ I asked, 
after we had cordially shaken hands. 

You probably heard of my poor father's death,’ said 
he. ‘ He was carried oflF about two years ago. Since then 
I have, of course, had the Hurlstone estates to manage, 
and as I am member for my district as well, my life, has 
been a busy one ; but I understand, Holmes, that you are 
turning to practical ends those powers with which you 
used to amaze us.* 

Yes ’ said I, ‘ I have taken to living by my wits.* 

^ I am delighted to hear it, for your advice at present 
would be exceedingly valuable to me. We have had some 
very strange doings at Hurlstone, and the police have 
been able to throw no light upon the matter. It is really 
the most extraordinary and inexplicable business.’ 

You can imagine with what eagerness I listened to 
him, Watson, for the very chance for which I had been 
panting during all those months of inaction seemed to 
have come within my reach. In my inmost heart I 
believed that I could succeed where others hiiled, and now 
I had the opportunity to test myself. 

‘‘‘Pray let me have the details,’ I cried. 

“ Reginald Musgrave sat down opposite to me, and lit 
the cigarette which I had pushed towards him. > 

“‘You must know,’ said he, ‘that* though I an a 
bachelor I have to keep up a considerable st^ff' of serv^ts 
at Hurlstone, for it is a rambling old place, ?nd taki>s a 
good deal of looking after. I preserve, too, and in^the 
pheasant months I usually have ‘a house party, so that it 
would rot do to be short-handed. Altogether there ai’e 
eight maids, the cook, the butler, two footmen, and a boy. 
I’he garden and the stables, of course, have a separate staff. 



these servants ^he one who had been longe&t in 
our service was Brunton, the butler. He was a young 
schoolmaster out of place when he was fir*’* taken up by 
my fatOter, but he was a man of great energy and character, 
and he slLn became quite invaluable in the household. He 
was a wAl-grown, handsome man, with a splendid fore- 
head, and though he has been with us for twenty years he 
cannot be more than forty now! With his personal advan- 
tages and his extraordinary gi^-s, for he|can speak 'Several 
languages and play nearly every musical instrument, it is 
wonderful that be should have been satisfied so long in 
such a position, but I suppose that he was comfortable and 
lacked energy to make any change. The butler of Hurl- 
stone is always a thing that is remembered by all who 
visit us. 

‘ But this paragon has one fault. He is a bit of a Don 
Juan, and you can imagine that for a man like him it is 
not a very difficult part to play in a quiet country district. 

‘‘‘ When he was married it was all right, but since he 
has been a widower we have had no ei^d of trouble with 
him. A few months ago we were in hopes that he was 
about to settle down again, for he became engaged to 
JRachel HoweJls, our second housemaid, bnt he has thrown 
^erover since then and taken up with Janet Tregellis, the 
daughter of the head gamekeaper KacL^l, wdio is a very 
good girl, hut of an excitable Welsh temperament, had a 
sharp touch of brain fever, and goes about the house now 
— or did until yesterday — like a black-eyed shadow of her 
former self. That was our first drama at Hurlstone, but 
a second one came to drive it from our minds, and it was 
prefaced by the disgrace and dismissal of butler Brunton. 

‘ This is\how it came about. I have said that the man 
was^ intelligem^and this very intelligence has caused his 
ru^h, for it seems to have led to an insatiable curiosity 
ab^iut things which did not in the least concern him. . I 
.ha!d no ide^.vo?, lengths to which this would carrjt him 
un^il the merest accident opened my eyes to it. 

‘ I have said that fhe house is a rambling one. One 
night last week — on Thursday night, to be more exact — 
found that I could not sleep, havipg foolishly taken a cup 
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of strong cafi Tiovr after my difiner. After struggling 
against it until two in the morning I felt that it was quite 
hopeless, so I rose and lit the candle with the intention of 
continuing a novel which I \^as reading. The k, how- 
ever, had been left in the billiard-room, so I pull d on my 
dressing-gown and started off to get it. 

* In order to reach the billiard-room I had to descend 
a flight of stairs, and then £o cross the head of the passage 
which led to thq library <and the gun-room. You can 
imagine my surprise when as I looked down this corridor 
I saw a glimmer of light coming from the open door of 
the library. I had myself extinguished the lamp and 
closed the door before coming to bed. Naturally, my first 
thought was of burglars. The corridors at Hurls^one have 
their walls largely decorated with trophies of old weapons. 
From one of these I picked a battle-axe, and then, leaving 
my candle behind me, I crept on tip-toe down the passage 
and peeped in at the open dooi. 

‘^‘Brunton, the butler, was in the library. He was 
fitting, fully dressed, in an easy chair, with a slip of 
paper, which looked like a map, upon his knee, and his 
forehead sunk forward upon his hand in deep thought. I 
stood, dumb with astonishment, watching him from the 
darkness. A small taper on the edge of the table shed a 
feeble light, which sufficed to show me that he was fully 
dressed. Suddenly, as I looked, he rose from his chair, 
and walking over to a bureau at the side, he unlocked it 
and drew out one of the drawers. From this he took a 
j)aper, and, returning to his s^at, he flattened it out 
beside the taper on the edge of the table, and began 
to study it with minute attention. My indignation at 
this calm examination of our family docnme^ ts overcame 
me so far that I took a step forward, and looking 

up saw me standing in the doorway, lie sprang to^is 
feet, his lace turned livid with fear, and h? thrust into his 
hreast^’the chart-like paper which he had » been origiriajly 
studying. 

^ So I ’ said I, ‘ this is how you repay the trust which 
we have reposed in you ! You will leave my service to^ 
inoi'row.' 
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‘ He bowed with the look of a man who is utterly 
crushed, and slunk past me without a word. The taper 
was stUl on the table, and by its light I glanced to see 
what tra paper was which Brunton had taken from the 
bureau, ^o my surprise it was nothing of any importance 
at all, but simply a copy of the questions and answers in 
the singular old observance called the Musgrave Eitual. 
It is a sort of ceremony peculiar to our family, which each 
Musgrave for centuries past has gone through upon his 
coming of age — a thing of private interest, and perhaps 
of some little importance to the archseologist, like our 
own blazonings and charges, but of no practical use what- 
ever. 

‘We had better come back to the paper afterwards,’ 
^aid I. 

“ ‘ If you think it really necessary,’ he answered, with 
some hesitation. “To continue my statement, however, 
I re-locked the bureau, using the key which Brunton had 
left, and I had turned to go, when I was surprised to find 
that the butler had returned and was standing before me. 

“ ‘ Mr. Musgrave, sir,’ he cried, in a voice which was 
hoarse with emotion, ‘ I can’t bear disgrace, sir. Fve 
“always been proud above my station in life, and disgrace 
^would kill me. My blood will be on your head, sir — it 
will, indeed — if you drive me*to despair. * If you cannot 
keep me after what has passed, then for God's sake let me 
give you notice and leave in a month, as if of my own 
free will. I could stand that, Mr. Musgrave, but not to 
be cast out before all the*folk that I know so well.’ 

“‘You dt)n’t deserve much consideration, Brunton,’ I 
answered: ^Your conduct has been most infamous. How- 
ever, as yo^«}^ve been a long time in the fiimily, I have 
no wish to b^v g public disgrace upon, you. A month, 
holvever, is too long. Take yourself away in a week, and 
give what reason you like for going.’ 

“ ‘ Only a w^ek, sir ? ’ be cried in a despairing voice. 
‘A fortnight: — say af least a fortnight.’ 

“ ‘ A week,’ I repeated, ‘ and you may consider yourself 
to have been very leniently dealt with.’ • 

He crept away, his face sunjj upon«his breast, like a 
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broken man, wMle I pnt out the light and returned to my 
room. 

two days after this^ Brunton was most assiduous 
in’ his attention to his duties. I made no aUfsion to 
what had passed, and waited with some cnrios/iy to see 
bow he would cover his disgrace. On the thirdf morning, 
However, he did not appear, as was his custom, after 
breakf^t to receive my instructions for the day. As I 
left the dining-rc\)m I happened to meet Rachel Howells, 
the maid. I have told you that she had only recently re- 
covered from an illness, and was looking so wretchedly 
pale and wan that 1 remonstrated with her for being at 
work. 

‘‘‘You should be in bed,’ I said. ‘ Come back to your 
duties when you are stronger.’ * 

‘“She looked at me with so strange an expression that 
I began to suspect that her brain was affected. 

“‘I am strong enough, Mr. Musgrave,’ said she. 

“ ‘ We will see what the doctor says/ I answered. ‘ You 
must stop work now, and when you go downstairs just say 
that 1 wish to see Brunton.’ 

“ ‘ The butler is gone,’ said she. 

“ ‘ Gone ! Gone where ? ’ 

“‘He is gone. ISo one has seen him. He is ndt in\ 
his room. Oh,\ves, he is ^one — he is gone!’ She fell 
back against the wall with shriek after shriek of laughter, 
while I, horrified at this sudden hysterical attack, rushed 
to the bell to summon help. The girl was taken to her 
room, still screaming and sobbirfg, while I made enquiries 
about Brunton. There was no doubt about it’ that he had 
disappeared. His bed had not been sle])t in ; ,>ie had been ‘ 
seen by no one since he had retired to his r/;. m the night 
before; and yet it was difficult to see ho\^/he could have 
left the house, as both windows and doors were founa to 
be fastened in the morning. His clotlies, hils watch, and 
even his money were in his room — but* the black suit 
which he usually wore was missring* His slippers, too, 
were gone, but his boots were left behind. Where, then, 
could butler Brunton have gone in the night, and wliat 
eould have bec^nle of him now ? 



‘ Of course we seatrdhed the house from cellar to garret^ 
but there was no trace of him. It is I have said a 
labyrinth of an old house, especially (/he original wing^ 
which ^ now practically uninhabited, but we ransack^ 
every rdlljrn and attic without discovering the least sign 
of the lilissiag mm. It was incredible to me that he 
could have gon^ away leaving all his property behind him, 
and yet where could he be ? 1 called in the local police, 

but wit.iout success. Ram had fallen ol the night before, 
and we examined the lawn and the paths all round the 
house, i)ut in vain. Matters were in this state when a 
new aevel()[)ment quite drew our attention away from the 
original rnysterv. 

‘‘ ‘ For two days Rachel Howells had been so ill, some- 
tiroes delirious, sornetimes hysterical, that a nurse had 
been employed to sit up with her at night. On the third 
night after Brun ton’s disappearance, the nurse, finding 
her patient sleeping nicely, had dropped into a nap in the 
arm-chair, when she woke in the early morning to find 
the bed empty, the window open, and no signs of the 
invalid. I was instantly aroused, and with the two foot- 
men started off at once in search of the missing girL 
J[t was not diffi -ult to tell the direction which she had 
|takop, for, starring from under her window, we could 
follow her footmarks easily across the lawfi to the edge of 
the mere, where they vanished, close to the gravel path 
which leads out of the grounds. The lake there is 8ft. 
deep, and you e<in imagine our feelings when we saw that 
the trail of the poor demented girl came to an end,at the 
edge of it. • 

“ ‘ Of course, we had the drags at once, and set to work 
to recover t^e remains ; but no trace of the body could we 
find. On th'eV,uher hand, we brought Jo the surface an 
object of a most unexpected kind. It was a linen ba^, 
which contained withindt a mass of old rusted and Cii&r 
coloured metal v\nd several dull-coloured pieces of pebble 
or ^ glass. This, strange find was all that we could get 
from the mere, and althoug’li we made every possible 
search and enquiry yesterday, ^e know nothing of tlie 
fete either of Rachel Howells or\Richa»l.Brunton. * l^he 
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county police are at tlieir wits' encFJ and 1 have come up 
fo yon as a last resource.* 

‘‘You can imagine, Watson, with what eagerness I 
listened to this extraordinary sequence of eve^s, and 
endeavoured to piece them together, and to device some 
common thread upon which they might all hang< 

“The butler was gone. The maid was gone. The 
maid had loved the butler, Wt had afterwards had cause 
to hate him. She*was of Welsh bloOd, fiery and passionate. 
She had been terribly excited immediately after his dis- 
appearance. She had flung into the lake a bag containing 
some curious contents. These were all factors which had 
to be taken into consideration, and yet none of them got 
quite to, the heart of the matter. What was {he starting 
point of this chain of events ? There lay the end of this 
tangled line. 

“ ‘ I must see that paper, Musgrave,’ said I, ‘ which this 
butler of yours thought it worth his while to consult, even 
at the risk of the loss of his place.’ 

“ ‘ It is rather an absurd business, this Eitual of ours,* 
he^answered, ‘but it has at least the saving grace of 
antiquity to excuse it. I have a copy of the questions 
and answers here, if you care to run your eye over^, 
them.’ ^ 

“He handed me the vety paper which I have here, 
Watson, and this is the strange catechism to which each 
Musgrave had to submit when he came to man’s estate. 
I will read you the questions and answers as they stand: — 

“ ‘ Whose was it ? 

“’‘His who is gone. 

“‘Who shall have it? 

“ ‘ He who will come. 

“ ‘ What was t{ie month ? 

“ ‘ The sixl h from the first. 

“ ‘ Where was the sxm ? 

“ ‘ Over the oak. 

“ ‘ Where was the shadow ? 

“ ‘ Under the elm. 

“ ‘ How was it .stepped^^ 

^ North by Jben and*^ by ten, east by five and by fivi^ 
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south by two and by two, west by one and by one, and so 
under, 

‘^^at shall we give for it ? 

^ ours. 

‘ WEy should we give it ? 

^ For the sake of the trust.’ 

‘^^The original has no date, but is in the spelling of the 
middle of the seventeenth century,’ reiparked Mnsgrave, 

^ I am afraid, however, that it ISan be of little help to you 
in solving this mystery.’ 

‘ At least,’ said I, ^ it gives us another mystery, and 
one which is even more interesting than the first. It may 
be that the#solution of the one may prove to be the solu- 
tion of the other. You will excuse me, Musgrave, if I say 
that your butler appears to me to have been a very clever 
man, and to have had a clearer insight than ten genera- 
tions of his masters.’ 

^ I hardly follow you,’ said Musgrave. ^ The paper 
seems to me of no practical importance.’ 

^ But to me it seems immensely prdbtical, and I fancy 
that Brunton took the same view. He had probably seen 
it before that night on which you caught him.’ 

“ ‘ It is very possible. We took no pains to hide it.’ 

He simply wished, I shjjuld imaging, to refresh his 
memory upon that last occasion. He had, as I under- 
stand, some sort of map or chart which he was comparing 
with the manuscript, and which he thrust into his pocket 
when you appeared ? ’ 

^ That is true. But what could he have to do, with 
this old family custom of ours, and what does this rigma- 
role mean i^’ 

^ I don’t Sfcink that we should have much difficulty in 
determining tnat,” said I. ‘With your permission we 
will take the first train down to Sussex and go a little 
more deeply Int^ the matter upon the spot.’ 

‘“The same afternoon saw us both at Hurlstone. 
Possibly you have seen •pictures and read descriptions of 
the famous old building, so I will confine my account of it 
to saying that it is built in theV^hape of an L long 
arm being the more moderp portion, the snorter the 
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ancient nucleus from which the other has developed, 
Over the low, heavy-lintelled door, in the centre of thii 
old part, is chiselled the ^date 1607, but exp^s are 
agreed that the beams and stone-work are reaUj much 
older than this. The enormously thick walls ^nd tiny 
windows of this part had in the last century driven the 
&mily into building the itew wing, and the old one was 
used now as a storehouse and a cellar when it was 
used at all. A splendid park, with fine old timber, sur- 
rounded the house, and the lake, to which my client had 
referred, lay close to the avenue, about two hundred yards « 
from the building. 

‘‘I was already firmly convinced, Watson} that there 
were not three separate mysteries here, but one only, and 
that if I could read the Musgrave Kitual aright, I should 
hold in iny hand the clue which would lead me to the 
truth concerning both the butler Brunton, and the maid 
Howells. To that, then, I turned all my energies. Why 
should this servant be so anxious to master this old 
formula ? Evidently because he saw something in it 
which had escaped all those generations of country squires, 
and from which he expected some personal advantage. 
What was it, then, and how had it affected fTis fate ? 

It was perfectly obviou§ to me on reading the Ifituai^ 
that the measurements must refer to some spot to which 
the rest of the document alluded, and that if we could find 
that spot we should be in a fair way towards knowing 
what the secret was which the ojd Musgraves had thought 
it necessary to embalm in so curious a fasHon. There 
were two guides given us to start with, an oak and an 
elm. As to the oak, there could be no qu/stion at all. 
Eight in front of the house, upon the left-^ia side of the 
drive, there stodd a patriarch among < akSf one of the 
most ma^^nificent trees that I haye ever seen. 

^ * That was there when your Eitual fwas drawn up ? ’ 
said I, as we drove past it, 

“ * It was there at the Norman* Conquest , in ail proba- 
bility,’ he answered. ‘ It has a girth of 23ft.’ 

^ Here was one of mjj^^ed points secured. 

** ‘ Have yoti*'any old ;elms ? ’ I asked. 
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‘There used to be af very old one over yonder, but it 
was struck by lightning ten years ago, and we cut down 
the st^p.’ 

“ ‘ Ymi can see where it used to be ? ^ 

“‘()h,Ws* 

“ ‘ There are no other elms ? * 

“ ‘ No old one'., but plenty of beeches.’ 

“‘I should like to see where it grew.’ 

“We had driven up in a dog-«cart, and^my client‘led me 
away at once, without our entering the house, to the scar 
on the lawn where the elm had stood. It was nearly mid* 
way between the oak and the house. My investigation 
seemed to progressing. 

“‘1 suppose it is impossible to find out how high the 
elm*was ? ’ I asked. 

“ ‘ I can give y ju it at once. It was 64ft.’ 

“ ‘ How do you come to know it ? ’ i asked in surprise. 

“ ‘ When my old i utor used to give me an exercise in 
trigonometry it always took the shape of measuring 
heights. When I was a lad I worked mit every tree and 
building on the estate.’ 

“This wjis an unexpected piece of luck. My data were 
eoming more Quickly than I could have reasonalily hoped. 

“ ‘•Tell me,’ I asked, ‘ did your butler ever ask you such 
a question ? ’ 

“Reginald Musgrave looked at me in astonishment. 
‘ Now that you call it to my mind,’ he answered, ‘ Brunton 
did ask me about the height of the tree some months 
ago, in connection with •some little argument with the 
groom.’ 

“This i^s excellent news, Watson, for it showed me 
that I was oi right road. I looked up at the sun. It 
was low in the heavens, and I calculated that in less than 
an hour it would lie just above the topmost branches of 
the old oak: Qne condition mentioned in the Ritual 
would then be fulfilled. And the shadow of the elm must 
mean the further en^i of the shadow, otherwise the trunk 
would have been chosen as the guide. I had then to find 
where the far end of the shadow* would fall when the flun 
was just clear of the oak.” 
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^ That must have been dijflScult,^ Holmes, when the elm 
was no longer there.” 

Well, at least, I knew that if Brunton could do it, I 
could also. Besides, there* was no real difficulty. I 
went with Musgrave to his study and wbittleei myself 
this peg, to which I tied this long string, with a knot at 
each yard. Then I took ^two lengths of a fishing-rod, 
which came to just six feet, apd 1 went back with my 
client to where ftie elm had been. The sun was just 
grazing the top of the oak. I fastened the rod on end, 
marked out the direction of the shadow, and measured it. 
It was 9ft. in length. 

Of course, the calculation was now a simple one. If 
a rod of 6ft. threw a shadow of 9ft., a tree of 64ft. would 
throw one of 96ft.., and the line of one would of course be 
the line of the other. I measured out the distance, which 
brought me almost to the wall of the house, and I thrust 
a peg into the spot. You can imagine my exultation, 
Watson, when within 2in. of my peg I saw a conical de- 
pressiop in the ground. I knew that it was the mark 
made by Brunton in his measurements, and that I was 
still upon his trail. 

“ From this starting point I proceeded to step, havings 
first taken the cardinal points by my pocket compass’j^ 
Pen steps with each foot to<^ me along parallel with the 
wall of the house, and again I marked my si)ot with a peg. 
Fhen I carefully paced off five to the east and two to the 
jouth. It brought me to the very threshold of the old 
ioor. . Two steps to the west m^nt now that I was to go 
i.wo paces down the stone-flagged passage, and this was 
ihe place indicated by the Ritual. ^ 

Never have I felt such a cold chill of di^^appointment, 
STatson. For a rpoment it seemed to me taat there must 
}e some radical mistake in niy calculations. The setting 
!un shone full upon the passage floor, and I could see 
^hat the old foot-worn grey stones, witn which it was. 
mved, were firmly cemented together, 'and had certainly not 
)een moved for many a long year. Brunton had not been 
it work here. 1 tappe^r upon the floor, but it sounded 
lie same all ov^z\ and there was no sign of any crack or 
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crevica But fortunatAy, Musgrave, who had begun to ap- 
preciate the meaning of my proceedings, and who was noWv<^ 
as excited as myself, took out his manuscript to check my 
calculations. 

^ Atld under,’ he cried : ‘ you have omitted the and 
under.” 

I had thought that it meant that we were to dig, but 
now, of course, J saw at once that I was^wrong. ^ There is 
a cellar under this, then ? ’ I C5tied. 

‘ Yes, and as old as the house. Down here, through 
this door.’ 

We went down a winding stone stair, and my com- 
panion, stri^wing a match, lit a large lantern which stood on 
a barrel in the comer. In an instant it was obvious 
that we had at last come upon the true place, and that 
we had not been the only people to visit the spot recently. 

“ It liad ]:)een used for the storage of wood, but the bil- 
lets, which had evidently been littered over the floor, were 
now piled at the sides so as to leave a clear space in the 
middle. In this sj^ace lay a large and heavy flagstone, 
with a rusted iron ring in the centre, to which a thick 
shepherd's check inuflSer wns attached. 

“ ^By Jove-! ’ cried my client, Mhat’s Brunton’s muffler. 

I hme seen it on him, and could swear to it. What has 
the villain been doing here? 

‘‘ At my suggestion a couple of the county police were 
summoned to be present, and 1 then endeavoured to raise 
the stone by phlliiig on the cravat. I could only move it 
slightly, and it was with the aid of one of the constables 
that I succeeded at last in carrying it to one side. A 
black hdi«^ 3 ^awijed beneath, into which we all peered, 
while Mus^cj^e, kneeling at the side, pushed downi the 
lantern. 

•‘A small chamber about 7 feet deep and 4 ft, square lay 
open to us. -At. one sidd of this was a squat, brass-bound, 
wooden box, the lid of which was hinged upwards, with 
thi^3 curipus, old-fasHionpd key projecting from the lock. 
It was furred outside by a thick layer of dust, and damp 
and wonns had eaten through the wood >^o that a crop of 
living fungi was growing on the inside of it. Several dis^ 
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metal — old coinB apparently — sitch as I hold here, were 
»ecattered over the bottom of the box, but it contained 
nothing else. *• , ^ 

At the moment, however, we had no thought for the 
old chest, for our eyes were riveted upon that which 
crouched beside it. It was the figure of a mai, clad in 
a suit of black, who squatted down upon his hams 
with his foiehea(} sunk upon the edge of the box and 
his two arms thrown out od each side of it. The attitude 
had draun all the stagnant blood to his face, and no man 
could have recognised that distorted, liver-coloured counte- 
nance; but his height, his dress, and his hair were all 
sufficient to show rny client, when we bad drawn the body 
Up, that It was indeed his missing butler. He had been 
de^ some da^s, but there was no wound or bruise Upon 
his person to show how he had met Lis dreadful end. 
When his body had been carried from 1 he cellar we found 
ourselves still confronted with a problem which was almost 
as formidable as that with which we had started. 

“I confess that so far, Watson, I had been disappointed 
in my investigation. I had reckoned upon solving the 
matter when once 1 had found the place referred to m the 
Ritual ; but now I was there, and was apiiaAmtU as far 
ever from knowing what it was which the family haAi 
concealed with such elaborale precautions. It is true that 
I had thrown a light upon the fate of Brunton, but now I 
had to ascertain how that fate bad crmie upon him, and 
what part had been played in the matter by the woman 
who had disappeared. I sat Sown upon a keg in the 
comer and thought the whole matter carefully over. 

‘‘You know my methods in such cases, Wa*>on : I put 
myself in the man’s place, and having first guaged his 
intelligence, I try to imagine how I should myself have 
proceeded under the same circumstances. In this case 
the matter was simplified by Brunt on’s inteliigence being 
quite JBirst rate, so that it was unnecessary to make any* 
allowance for personal equation, Ihe astronomers have 
dubbed it. He knew that something valuable was con- 
cealed. He hf^d spotted the place. He found that the 
stone which covered it was just too heavy for a man to 
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move unaided, W at* would he do next ? He cpjild not 
get help from outside, even if he bad someone whom he 
could^^tnist, without the unbarring of doors, and consider- 
able risk of detection. It was better, if he could*, to 
have his helpmate inside the house. But whom could he 
ask ? l^iis girl had been devoted to him. A man always 
finds it hard to realize that he may have fin illy lost a 
woman's love, however badly he may^ have treated her. 
He would try by a few attentions to make his peace with 
the girl Howells, and then woulof^engage her as his accom- 
plice. Together they would come at night to the cellar, 
and their united force would suflSce to raise the stone* 
So far I C 4 uld follow their actions as if I had actually seen 
them. 

But for two of them, and one a woman, it must have 
been heavy work, the raising of that stone. A burly 
Sussex policeman and I had found it no light job. What 
would they do to assist them? Probably what I should 
have done myself. I rose and examined carefully the 
different billets of wood which were skittered round the 
floor. Almost at once I came upon what I expected. 
One piece, about 3ft. in length, had a marked indentation 
‘ at one end, while several were flattened at the sides as il 
^they had been comjrtessed by some considerable weight. 
Evidently as they liad draj^^ged the stone up th(*y had 
thrust the chunks of wood into the chink, until at last, 
when the opening was large enough to crawl through, 
they would hold it open by a billet placed lengthwise, 
which might very well Become indented at the lovier end, 
since the A^hole weight of the stone would press it down 
on to tUev^dge of the other slab. So far 1 wh.< still on safe 
ground. 

^^And now', how was I to proceed \o reconstruct this 
midnight drama ? Clearly only one could get into the 
hole, and that one wAs Brunton. The girl must have 
waited above. Brunton then unlocked the box^ handed 
up thei contents, jfresgmably — since they were not to be 
found — and then — and then what happened ? 

What smouldering fire of vengeance had suddenly 
sprang into j9ame in this passionate Oeitic woman^s sold 
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when she saw the man who had ^tonged her — wrongedi 
•ier perhaps far more than we suspected — in her power ? 
Was it a chance 'that the wood had slipped and tljat the 
stone had shut Brunton into what had become his 
sepulchre ? Had she only been guilty of silence as to his 
fate ? Or had some sudden blow from her haifd dashed 
\the support away and sent^ the slab crashing down into 
its place. Be th^t as it might, I seemed to see that 
. woman’s figure, still clutching at her treasure-trove, and 
flying wildly up the winding stair with her ears ring- 
ing perhaps with the muffled screams from behind 
her, and with the drumming of frenzied hands against 
the slab of stone which was choking her faithless lover’s 
life out. 

‘‘Here was the secret of her blanched face, her shaken 
nerves, her peals of hysterical laughter on the next 
morning. But what had been in the box ? What had 
she done with that ? Of course, it must have been the 
old metal and pebbles which my client had dragged from 
the mere. She had thrown them in there at the first 
opportunity, to remove the last trace of her crime. 

“For twenty minute? I had sal T.>otioniess thinking 
the matter out. Musgrave still stood with a very pale 
face swinging hjs lantern and peering down into the hole.' 

“‘These are coins of Chhrles I.,’ said he, holding out 
the few which had been left in the box. ‘ You see we 
were right in fixing our date for the Ritual.’ 

“‘We may find something else of Charles I.,’ 1 cried, 
as the probable meaning of tbe*first two questions of the 
Ritual broke suddenly upon me. ‘ Let me see the contents 
of the bag you fished from the me.e.’ 

“ We ascended to his study, and he laid debris be- 
fore me. I couH understand his regarding it as of small 
importance when I looked at it, for the metal was almost 
black, and the stones lustreless arfd dull. . I rubbed one of 
them on my sleeve, however, and it glowed afterwards like . 
a spark, in the dark hollow of my ‘hand. Th« metal- 
work was in the form of a double-ring, but it had been 
bent and twist ec^ut of its original shape. 

^‘Vou must bear in mind.' said I ‘that the Royal 
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paHy made bead in Eilgland even after the death x)f the 
King,, and that when they at last fled they probaroly left 
many of their most precious possessions buried behind 
hhem, with the intention of returning for them in xhore 
peaceful times.’ 

^ My%,ncestor, Sir Ralph Musgrave, was a prominent 
Cavalier, and the right-hand, man of Charles II. in his 
wanderings,’ said my friepd. ^ 

‘ Ah, indeed ! ’ I answeredi ‘Well, now, I think that 
really should give us the last link that we wanted. I 
must congratulate you on coming into possession, though 
in rather a tragic manner, of a relic which is of great 
intrinsic v^lue, but even of greater importance as an 
historical curiosity.’ 

‘ What is it, then ? ’ he gasped in astonishment. 

“ ‘ It is nothing less than the ancient crown of the Kings 
of England.’ 

“ ‘ The crown ! ’ 

« f Precisely. Consider what the Ritual says. How 
does it run? “Whose was it ‘"•His who is gone.’* 
That was after the execution of Charles. Then, “Whc 
shall have it ? ” “ He who will coine.'^ That was Charles 

II., whose advent was already foreseen. There can, 1 
think, be no doubt that this battered and shapeless diadem 
once encircled the brows of tile Royal Stuarts.” 

“ ‘ And how came it in the pond ? ’ 

“ ‘ Ah, that is a question which will take some time tc 
answer,’ and ^ith that I sketched out the whole long 
chain of surmise and of*])roof which I had constructed 
The twilight had closed in and the moon was shining 
brightly* the sky before ray narrative was finished. 

‘‘ ‘ And fioj? was it, then, that Charles did not get hif 
crown when he returned ? ’ asked Musgiave, pushing bad 
the relic into its linen bag, 

“‘Ah, there .you lay your finger upon the one poim 
which we shall j>robably never be able to clear up. It h 
lil^ely that the Muij^raye who held the secret died in thi 
interval, and by ^some oversight left this guide to hi( 
descendant without^ explaining the meaning of it. Fyort 
that day to this it has. been handed dc^ from father U 
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sen, UAtil at last it came mthiD*^i»ach of a man vho 
t«PB its secret out of it and lost his life in the venture.’ 

"And that’s the stoiy of the Musgrave Eitual, Watson. 
They have the crown down at Hurlstone — though they 
had some legal bother, and a considerable sum to pay 
before they were allowed to retain it. 1 am su^ that if 
you mentioned my name they would be happy to show it 
to you. Of the woman nothing was ever heard, and the 
probability is that she got awav out of England, and 
oarried herself, and the memory of her crime, to some 
hnd beyond the seas.” 
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r was some time before the health of my inend,.;, 
• Mr. Sherlock Holmes, recovered from the 
strain caused by his immense exertions in the 
spring of ’87. The whole question of the 
Netherland-Sumatra Company and of the colos- 
sal schemes of Baron Maupertuis is too recent in the minds 
of the public, and too intimately concerned with politics and 
finance, to be a fitting subject for this series of sketches. 
It led, however, in an indirect fashiotJ to a singular and 
complex problem, which gave my friend an opportunity of 
demonstrating the value of a fresh weapon among the 
Jmany with il^hich he waged his life-long battle against 
ciithe. 

On referring to my notes, 1 see that it was on the 14th 
of April that I received a telegram from Lyons, which 
informed me^ that Holmes was lying ill in the Hotel 
Dulong. Within twenty-four hours I was in liis sick room, 
and was relieved to find that there was nothing formidable 
in his jsymptoms. His iron constitution, however, had 
broken doTn under the strain of an investigation which , 
had extended over two months, during which period he 
had never worked less than fifteen hours a day, and had 
more than once, as he assured me, kept to his task for five 
days at a stretch. The triumphant issue of his labours 
could not save^hiijji from reaction after go terrible an 
exertion, and at a time whenuEurope was ringing with his 
name, and when his room was literally ankle-deep with 
’congratulatory telegrams, I found him a prey tP'the 
blackest depresa^on. Even the knmyfe^lge that he had 
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succeeled where the police of three countries had failed, 
and that he had outmanoeuvred at every point the most 
accomplished swindler in Jlurope, was insufficient to 
rouse him from his nervous prostration. 

Three days later we were back in Baker Street together, 
but it was evident that my friend would be much the 
better for a change, and the thought of a week of spring- 
time in the country was full of attractions to me also. 
My old friend Colonel Hay ter, who had come under my 
professional care in Afghanistan, had now taken a house 
near Eeigate, in Surrey, and had frequently asked me to 
come down to him upon a visit. On the last occasion he 
had remarked that if my friend would only con e with me, 
he would be glad to extend his hospitality to him also. A 
little diplomacy was needed, but when Holmes understood 
that the establishment was a l^achelor one, and that he 
would be allowed the fullest freedom, he fell in with my 
plans, and a week after our return from Lyons we were 
under the Coloner& roof. Hayter was a fine old soldier, who 
had seen much of the world, and he soon found, as I had 
expected, that Holmes and he had plenty in common. 

On the evening of our arrival we were sitting in the 
Colonels gun-room after dinner. Holmes stretched upon 
the sofa, while Hayter and I looked over his little armoury 
of firearms. 

‘^By the way,” said he, suddenly, “I'll take one of 
these pistols upstairs with me in case we have an alarm.” 

“ An alarm ! ” said I. 

“ Yes, we’ve had a scare in this part lately. Old Acton, 
who is one of our county magnates, had his house broken 
into last Monday. No great damage done, but the fellows 
are still at large.” 

“No clue?” asked Holmes, cocking his eye at the 
Colonel. 

“ None as yet. But the affair is a petty one, one of 
our little country crimes, which must seem too small for 
your attertion, Mr. Holmes, after this great international 
affair.” 

Holmes waved away the compliment, though his smile 
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Was there any feature of interest ? 

I fancy not. The thieves ransacked the librafy^ and 
got vefy little for their pains.^ The whole-place was turned 
upside down, drawers burst open and presses ransacked, 
with the result that an odd volume of Pope’s ‘ Homer,’ 
two platdd candlesticks, an ivory letter-weight, a small 
oak barometer, and a ball of twine are all that have 
vanished.” 

“ What an extraordinary assfi»rtment !” I exclaimed. 

“ Oh, the fellows evidently grabbed hold of anything 
they could get.” 

Holmes grunted from the sofa. 

The cojinty police ought to make something of that,” 
said he. “ Why, it is surely obvious that ” 

But I held up a warning finger. 

“ You are here for a rest, my dear fellow. For Heaven’s 
sake, don’t get started on a new problem when your nerves 
are all in shreds.” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders with a glance of comic 
resignation towards the Colonel, and the talk drifted away 
into less dangerous channels. 

It was destined, however, that all my professional 
caution should be wasted, for next morning the problem 
.kSbtrnded itself upon us in such a way that it was im- 
possible to ignore it, and oifr country visit took a turn 
which neither of us could have anticipated. We were at 
breakfast when the Colonel’s butler rushed in with all his 
propriety shaken out of him. 

Have you heard the n%ws, sir ? ” he gasped. At the 
Cunninghaifts’, sir ! ” 

“ Burglary ? ” cried the Colonel, with his coffee cup in 
mid air. 

Murder ! ” 

The Colonel whistled. ‘‘By Jove!” said he, “who’s 
lulled, then The J.P. t)r, his son ? ” 

“ Neither, sir. It was William, the coachman. Shot 
through 'the heart, sfr, and never spoke again.” 

“ Who shot him, then ? ” 

• “ The burglar, sir. He was off like a* shot and^ got 
clean away. He’d iust broke in at th%^imntrv window 
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William came on him and met his end in saving 
his master’s property.” 

^ What time?” , , 

^ It was last night, sir, somewhere about twelve.” 

Ah, then, we’ll step over presently,” said the Colonel, 
coolly settling down to his breakfast again. ‘‘It’s a 
baddish business,” he added, when the butler had gone. 

“ He’s qur leading squire about here, is old Cunningham, 
and a very decent fellow, too. He’ll be cut up over this, 
for the man has been in his service for years, and was a 
good servant. It’s evidently the same villains who broke 
into Acton’s.” 

“ And stole that very singular collection ? ” said Holmes, 
thoughtfully. 

“ Precisely.” 

“Hum! It may prove the simplest matter in the 
world ; but, all the same, at first glance this is just a 
little curious, is it not ? A gang of burglars acting in the 
country might be expected to vary the scene of their opera- 
tions, and not to crack two cribs in the same district within 
a few days. When you spoke last night of taking pre- 
cautions, I remember that it passed through my mind 
that this was probably the last parish iu England 
which the thief or thieves would be likely to turn thei^^ 
attention ; which shows that I have still much to learn.” 

“I fancy it’s some local practitioner,” said the ColoneL , 
“ In that case, of course, Acton’s and Cunningham’s are 
just the places he woula go lor, since they are far the 
largest about here.” 

“And richest?” 

“Weil, they ought to De ; but they’ve had a law-suit* 
for some years which has sucked the blood ©at of both of 
them, I fancy. Old Acton has some claim on half Cun- 
ningham’s estate, and the lawyers have been at it with 
both hands.” 

“ If it’s a local villain, there should not be much diffi-. 
eulty in running him down,” saM Holmes, with a yawn. 

“ All right, Watson, I don’t intend to meddle.” 

“Inspector Forrester, sir,’^ said the butW, throwing 
open the door. 
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The official, a smart, ♦keen-fisiced young fellow, s^ffcpped 
into the room. Good morning, Colonel,” said h^ I 
hope I don't intrude,^but we hear that» Mr. Holmes, of 
Baker Street, is here.” 

The Colonel waved his hand towards my friend, and the 
Inspector Ido wed. 

We thought that perhaps you would care to step 
, across, Mr. Holmes.” 

The Fates are against you, *?V’atson,” said he, laughing. 

We were chatting about the matter when you came in, 
Inspector. Perhaps you can let us have a few details.” 
As he leaned back in his chair in the familiar attitude, I 
knew that tte case was hopeless. 

“We had no clue in the Acton affair. But here we 
have plenty to go on, and there’s no doubt it is the same 
party in each case. The man was seen.” 

“Ah!” 

“ Yes, sir. But he was off like a deer after the shot 
that killed poor William Kirwan was fired. Mr. Cunning- 
' ham saw him from the bedroom window, and Mr. Alec 
Cunningham saw him from the back passage. It was a 
quarter to twelve when the alarm broke out. Mr. Cun- 
ningham had* just got into bed, and Mister Alec was 
iSnoking a pipe in his dressing-gown. I'hey both heard 
William, the coachman, calling for help, and Mister Alec 
_he ran down to see what was the matter. The back 
door was open, and as he came to the foot of the stairs 
he saw two men wrestling together outside. One of 
them fired a shot, the other dropped, and the murderer 
rushed acrdss the garden and over the hedge. Mr. 
•Cunningfiarn, looking out of his bedroom window, saw 
theTellow as he gained the road, but L st sight of him 
at once. Mister Alec stopped to see if fee could help the 
dying man, and so the villain got clean away. Beyond 
the fact that he was a nliddle-sized man, and clress^ in 
some dark stuff, we have no personal clue^but we are 
making .energetic ifiquxiries, ^nd if he is a stranger we 
shall soon find him out.” 

j “ What was this William doing there ? Did he say any- 
thing before he di^^d ? ” 
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a word. He lives at the ^odge with his mother, 
and as he was a very faithful fellow, we imagine that he 
walked up to the house with the intention of seeing that 
all was right there. Of course, this Acton business has put 
everyone on their guard. The robber must have just 
burst open the door — ^the lock has been for(Sfed — ^when 
William came upon him.” ^ 

“ Diji William esay anything to his mother before going 

out ? ” 

She is very old and deaf, and we can get no informa- 
tion from her. The shock has made her half-witted, but 
I understand that she was never very bright. There is 
one very important circumstance, however. Look at 
this ! ” 

He took a small piece of torn paper from a note-hook 
and spread it out upon his knee. 

This was found between the finger and thumb of the 
dead man. It appears to be a fragment torn from a 
larger sheet. You will observe that the hour mentioned 
upon it is the very time at which the poor fellow met his 
fate. You see that his murderer might have torn the rest 
of the sheet from him or he might have taken this frag- 
ment from the murderer. It reads almost as though it 
was an appointment.” 

Holmes took up the scrap of paper, a facsimile of which 
is here reproduced. 

‘‘ Presuming that it is an appointment,” continued the 
Inspector, ‘‘it is, of course, a con- 
ceivable theory that this William 
Kirwan, although he had the re- 
putation of being an honest man, 
may have been in league with 
the thief. He may have met 
him there, may even have helped 
him to break in the door, and. then 
they may have fallen out between 
themselves.” . c “ 

“This writing is of extraordinary interest,” said Holmes, 
who. had been ^examining it with intense concentration* 
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“These are much deeper waters than I had tnougnty.?' He 
sank his head upon his hands, while the Inspector smiled 
at the effect which his case had had upon the famous 
London specialist. 

Your last remark,” said Holmes, presently, “ as to the 
possibility»of there being an understanding between the 
burglar and the servant, and th^s being a note of appoint* 
ment from one to the other, is an ingenious and not 
entirely an impossible supposition. But this writing opens 
up ” he sank his head into his hands again and re- 

mained for some i^inutes in the deepest thought. When 
he raised his face I was surprised to see that his cheek 
was tinged with colour, and his eyes as bright as 
before his illness. He sprang to his feet with all his old 
energy. 

I'll tell you what ! ” said he. “ I should like to have 
a quiet little glance into the details of this case. There is 
something in it which fascinates me extremely. If you 
will permit me. Colonel, I will leave my friend, Watson, 
and you, and I will step round with tha Inspector to test 
the tnith of one or two little fancies of mine. I will be 
with you again in half an hour.” 

^ An hour and. a half had elapsed before the Inspector 
rcturjied alone. 

“ Mr. Holmes is walking upland down iA the field out- 
side,” said be. ‘‘He wants us dl four to go up to the house 
together.” 

“ To Mr. Cunningham’s ? ” 

“ Yes, sir.” 

“Whatfo^?’' ^ 

The Irfspector shrugged his shoulders. “ I don’t quite 
ioiow, sir. B^jtween ourselves, I think Mr, Holmes has not 
quite got over his illness yet. He’s been behaving very 
queerly, and he is very much excited.” 

“I don’t think yo^ need alarm yourself,” said I. 
have usually found that there was method in his madness.” 

“ Some folk might say there was mafflhss in his 
method,”* muttered the Inspecfoi, “But he/s all on fire 
t(\ start, Colonel, so we had best go out, if you are readvo” 

^ We found Hollies pacing up and down in the field*, ms 



MEMOTKS m Sffmzotjc miMMs. 

^ idbin £^Dk upon bis breast, and bk bands thrust into bis 
ttofueer pockets. 

**The matter ^rows in interest,” said he. ‘‘Watson, 
your country has been a distinct success. I have had 
a charming morning.” 

You have been up to the scene of the crime, I under- 
stand ? ” said the ColoueL 

“ Yes ; the Inspector and I have made quite a little 
reconnaissance together.” < 

“ Any sucee-s ? " 

“ Well, we have seen some very interesting things. Ill 
tell you what we dM as we walk. First of ail we saw the 
body of this unfortunate man. He certainly died from a 
revolver wound, as reported.” 

“ Had you doubted it, then ? ” 

“ Oh, it is as well to test everything. Our inspection 
was not wasted. We then had an interview with Mr. 
Chinningham and his son, who were able to point out the 
exact spot where the murderer had broken through the 
garden hedge in his flight. That was of great interest.” 

“ Naturally.” 

“Then we had a look at this poor fellow’s mother. We 
could gel no information from her, however, as she is very 
old and feeble.” 

“ And what is the result of your investigations ? ” 

“The conviction that the crime is a verv ])eculiar one, 
Perhap? our visit now may do something to make it less 
obscure. I think that we are both agreed, Inspector, 
that the fragment of paper in the dead man’s hand, bear- 
ing, as it does, the very hour of his death written upon it, 
is of extreme importance.” 

“It should give a clue, Mr. Holmes.” 

“It does give a clue. Whoever wrote that note was the 
man who brought William Kirwan out of lus bed at that 
hour. But whevc is the rest of that sheet of paper ?” 

“ I examined the ground carefully in the hope of find-; 
ing it,” said the Inspector. 

“ It was torn out of the dead man’s hand. Why was 
someone so anxious to get possession of it ? Because 4t 
incriminated him. And what would he do with itf? 
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Ilirast it into his pockit most likely, never notidiig that 
a corner of it had been left in the grip of the^eoipse. If 
we could get the rest of that sheet, it is “obvious that we 
should have gone a long way towards solving the 
mystery,’’ 

* ‘‘Yes, but how can we get at the cruninal’s pocket 
before we catch the criminal.” * 

“ Well, well, it was worth thinking ovA*. Then there is 
another obvious point. The fiote was sent to William, 
The man who wrote it could not have taken it, otherwise 
of course he might have delivered his own message by 
word of mouth. Who brought the note, then ? Or did it 
come through the post?” 

“I have made inquiries,” said the Inspector. “William 
received a letter by the afternoon post yesterday. The 
envelope was destroyed by him.” 

“Excellent ! ” cried Holmes, clapping the Inspector on 
the back. “ YouVe seen the postman. It is a pleasure 
to work with you. Well, here is the lodge, and if you 
will come up, Colonel, I will show you the scene of the 
crime.” 

We passed the pretty cottage where the murdered man 
iJad lived, and* walked up an oak-lined avenue to the fine 
old *Queen Anne house, \ghlch bears* the date of 
Malplaquet upon the lintel of the door. Holmes and 
xhe Inspector led us round it until we came to the side 
gate, which is ^separated by a stretch of garden’IBJm the 
hedge which lines the roa^. A constable was standing at 
the kitchen jioor. 

“ Throw the door open, officer,” said Holmes. “Now it 
w^s on those stairs that young Mr. Cunningham stood 
anSf saw the two men struggling just where we are. Old 
Mr. Cunningham was at that window — the second on the 
left — and he saw the fellow get away just to the left of 
that bush. So did the shft. The;^ are b'^h sure of it on 
account of the bush. Then Mi^er AlecN?^ out*^fid 
kndlt beside the woundefi man; The ground is very harQ,i 
you see, and there are no marks to guide us.” 

I As he spoke two men came down the garden path, Aom 
round the angle the house. The one was an elderlT 
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man, with a strong, deep-lined J heavy-eyed face; the 
other a dashing young fellow, whose bright, smiling 
expression and showy dress were in strange contrast with 
the business which had brought us there. 

Still at it, then ? ” said he to Holmes. I thought 
you Londoners were never at fault. You donx seem to 
be so very quick after all.”' 

‘^Ah! you mifst give us a Kttle time,” said Holmes, 
good-humouredly. * 

‘‘ You’ll want it,” said young Alec Cunningham. 

Why, I don’t see that we have any clue at all.” 

There’s only one,” answered the Inspector. We 

thought that if we could only find Gofid heavens! 

Mr. Holmes, what is the matter ? ” 

My poor friend’s face had suddenly assumed the iftost 
dreadful expression. His eyes rolled upwards, his features 
writhed in agony, and with a suppressed groan he dropped 
on his face upon the ground. Horrified at the sudden- 
ness and severity of the attack, we carried him into the 
kitchen, where he lay back in a large chair and breathed 
heavily for some minutes. Finally, with a shamefaced 
apology for his weakness, he rose once more. 

Watson would tell you that I have only* just recoverdQ 
from a severe illness,” he explained. am liable to 
these sudden nervous attacks.” 

Shall I send you home in my trap?” asked oli 
Cxmnibgnam. 

^ Well, since I am here the^ is one point on which I 
should like to feel sure. We can very easily verify it. 

What is it?” 

Well, it seems to me that it is just possible that the* 
arrival of this poor fellow William was not before T5ut 
after the entrance of the burglar ifito the house. You 
appear to take it for granted that although the door was 
forced the robber never got in.^’ * 

I fanc^' that is quite obvious,” s^id Mr. Cunningham; 
j^avely. Why, my son Alec l&d not yet gone to bed, 
and he would certainly have heard anyone moving about.” 

-Where was he sitting ? ” 

" I was sitting smoking in .my dresf ag-room.” 
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Which window is tlipt ? ” 

The last on the left, next my father^s.” 

^ Both your lamps were lit, of course ? V 

‘‘ Undoubtedly.” ' 

There are some very singular points here,” said 
Holmes, smiling. Is it not extraordinary that a burglar 
— ^and a burglar who had had spme previous experience — 
should deliberately break into a house at; a time when he 
could see from the lights that two of the family were still 
afoot?” 

He must have been a cool hand.” 

‘‘Well, of course, if the case were not an odd one we 
should not have be’en driven to ask you for an explana- 
tion,” said lister Alec. “ But as to your idea that the 
man had robbed the house before William tackled him, 
I tnink it a most absurd notion. Shouldn’t we have 
found the place disarranged and missed the things which 
he had taken ? ” 

“It depends on what the things were,” said Holmes. 
“ You must remember that we are dealing with a burglar 
who is a very peculiar fellow, and who appears to work on 
lines of his own. Look, for example, at the queer lot of 
tilings which h^ took from Acton’s — what was it? — a ball 
of string, a letter-weight, and I don’t know what other 
odds and ends!” 

‘^Well, we are quite in your hands, Mr. Holu/es,” said 
did Cunningham. “ Anything which you or the Jn^^ector 
may suggest wi>l most certainly be done.” 

' -45 In the* first place,” said Holmes, “ I should like you 
to offer a reward — coming from yourself, for the officials 
jnay take* a little time before they would agree upon the 
si 4 ^, and these things cannot be done too promptly. 
I have jotted down the form here, if you would not mind 
signing it. Fifty pounds was quite enough, I thought.” 

“ I would willingly give five hi^ndredv ^aid the J.P., 
taking the slip of paper^^nd the pencil Vt^ich Hokl 3 jEl^ 
handed to him. “This^ is not quite correcY; however 
he addedi glancing over the document. 

i*“ I wrote it rather hurriedly.” 

You see you begin : ‘ Whereas, at at^utxa quarter to 
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one on Tuesday morning, an atteijapt was made ^ — and so 
on. It waf. at a quarter to twelve, as a matter of fact*” 

I was pained , at the mistake, for I knew how keenly 
Holmes would feel any slip of the kind. It was his 
speciality to be accurate as to fact, but his recent illness 
had shaken him, and this one little incident was enough 
to show me that be was still far from being himself. He 
was obviously embarrassed for an instant, while the 
Inspector raised his eyebrqws and Alec Cunningham burst 
into a laugh. The old gentleman corrected the mistake, 
however, and handed the paper back to Holmes. 

Get it printed as soon as possible,’' he said. ‘‘I think 
your idea is an excellent one.” 

Holmes put the slip of paper carefully away in his 
pocket-book. 

‘‘And now,” said he, “it would really be a good tKing 
that we should all go over the house together, and make 
certain that this rather erratic burglar did not, after all, 
carry anything away with him.” 

Before entering, Holmes made an examination of the 
door which had been forced. It was evident that a chisel 
or strong knife had been thrust in, and the lock forced 
back with it. We could see the marks in the wood where 
it liad been pushed in. 

“ You don’t use bars, th^n ? ” he asked. 

“ We have never found it necessary.” 

“ You don’t keep a dog ? ” 

“Yes; but he is chained on the other side ot the 
house.” 

“ When do the servants go to bed ? ” 

“About ten.” 

“ I understand that William was usually in bed alj^ at 
that hour ? ” 

“Yes” 

“It is singular that on this particular night he should 
^ve been upA* Now,T should oe very glad if you woulji 
have th^ 'kindness to show us over the house, Mr. 
, Cunningham.” ‘ " 

A stone-tiagg^ passage, with the kitchens branching 
aw£i^ from it. Ifd by a wooden stairqase directly to thq 
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fancy,” said the son, with a rather malicious smile. 

“ Still, I must ask you to humour me a little further. I 
"should like, for example, to see how far the windows of the 
V bedrooms coimnand the front. This, I j^erstand, is your 
.son’s room ” — he pushed open the dool^^ and that, I pre- 
sume, is the dressing-room in which he sat smoking when 
alarm was given. Where does the window of that 
look out to?” He stepped across the bedroom, pushed 
open the door, and glanced round the other chamber. 

hope you are satisfied now ? ” said Mr. Cunningham, 
mmly. 

“ Thank you ; I think I have seen aU that I wished.” 
si^Then, if it is really necessary, we can go into my 
room.” 

“ If it is not too much trouble.” 

. JQie shrugged his shoulders, and led the way into 

his own chamber, which was a plainly furnished and 
commonplace room. As we moved across it in the direc- 
tion of the window. Holmes fell back until he and I were 
^e last of the group, hi ear the loot of ihe bed was a 
small square table, on which stood a dish of oia. ges and a 
carafe of water. As we passed it. Holmes* to my unutter- 
able astonishment, leaned over in front of me and de- 
liBerately knocked the whole thing The glass 



“Ton my word, I am inclined to agree with Mister 
Alec,” said the official. “It may be the effect of this 
illness, but it seems to me that — — ” 

His words were cut short by a sudden scream of “ Help ! 
Help ! Murder ! ” With a thrill I recognised the voice as 
that of my friend. I rushed madly from the room on to 
the landing. The cries, which had sunk down into a 
hoarse, inarticulate shouting, came from the room which 
we had first visited. I dashed in, and on into the drcjgsing- 
room beyond. The two Cunninghams were bending over 
the prostrate figure of Sherlock Holmes, the yoiipger 
clutching his throat with both hands, while the eTaSf 
seemed to be twisting one of his wrists. In an instant 
the three of us had tom them '.way from him, and HohreS" 
staggered to his feet, very pale, and evidently greatly ex- 
hausted. 

“ Arrest these men. Inspector ! ” he gasped. 

“ On what charge ? ” 

“That of mhrdering their coachman, William Kir- 
wan ! ” 

The Inspect or stared about him in bewilderment. “ Oh, 
come now, Ivir. Holmes,” said he at last ; “ I am sure you 
lon’t really meap to ” ' 

“ Tut, man ; look at their faces ! ” cried Holmes, curtly. 

Never, ce>;'.airly. have I seen a plainer confession bf 
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guilt upon human couiltenances. The older man seemed 
numbed and dazed, with a heavy, sullen expression upon his 
strongly marked fece. The son, on the mother hand, had 
dropped all that jaunty, dashing style which had charac- 
terized him, and the ferocity of a dangerous wild beast 
gleamed In his dark eyes and distorted his handsome 
^tures. The Inspector said* nothing, but, stepping to 
the door, he blew his whistle. Two of his constables came 
at the call. « 

I have no alternative, Mr. Cunningham,” said he. I 
trust that this may all prove to be an absurd mistake \ 

but you can see ^hat Ah, would you ? Drop it ! ^ 

He struck iout with his hand, and a revolver, which the 
younger man was in the act of cocking, clattered down 
upon the floor. 

‘^Keep that,” said Holmes, quickly putting his foot 
upon it. You will find it useful at the trial. But this 
is what we really wanted.” He held up a little crumpled 
piece of paper. 

The remainder of the sheet ? ” cried the Inspector. 
Precisely.” 

Alio where was it ? ” 

« WTiere J was sure it must be. Ill make the whole 
matter clear to you presently. I think, Cplonel, that you 
and Watson might return now, and I will be with you 
^igain in an hour at the furthest. The Inspector and I 
must have a word with the prisoners; buiwajidu will 
certainly ^ee me back at luncheon time.” 

" 'Sherlock Holmes was Is good as his word, for about 
one o’clopk he rejoined us in the Colonel’s smoking-room. 
He was accompanied by a little, elderly gentleman, who 
introduced to me as the Mr. Acton whose house had 
been the scene of the original burglary. . 

I wished Mr. Acton to be present while I demons 
strated this femall matter fo you,’^id tkJmes, “ for it is 
natural that he shotild take a keen interes^ip the details. 
I am afraid, my de&r Colonel, that you musttregret the 
hpur that you took in such a stormy petrel as I ain.” 

On the contrary,” answered the Colonel, warmly, I 
insider it the gn^atest privilege to ha^ l%n permitted 
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to study your methods of workiug. I confess that they 
quite surpass my expectations, and that I am utterly 
unable to account for your , result. I have not yet seen 
the vestige of a clue.” 

‘‘I am afraid that my explanation may disillusionize 
you, but it has always been my habit to hide none of my 
methods, either from my friend Watson or from anyone 
who might take an intelligent interest in them. But 
first, ^ I am rather shaken by the knocking about which 
I had in the dressing-room, I think that I shall help my- 
self to a dash of your brandy. Colonel. My strength has 
been rather tried of late.” 

“ I trust you had no more of those nervous attacks,” 

Sherlock Holmes laughed heartily. We will come to 
that in its turn,” said he. I will lay an account of Ihe 
case before you in its due order, showing you the various 
points which guided me in my decision. Pray interrupt me 
if there is any inference which is not perfectly clear to you. 

“ It is of the highest importance in the art of detection 
to be able to recognise out of a number of facts which are 
incidental and which vital. Otherwise your energy and 
attention must be dissipated instead of being concentrate^. 
Now, in this case there was not the slightest doubt in my 
mind from the first that the key of the whole matter 
must be looked for in the scrap of paper in the dead man’s 
hand. 

going into this I would draw your attention ro 
the fact that if Alec Cunningham’s narrative were corre^, 
and if the assailant after shooting William Kirwan had 
instantly fled, then it obviously could not be he who tore 
the paper from the dead man’s hand. But if it was 
he, it must have been Alec Cunningham himself, for by 
the time the old man liad descended several servants were 
upon the scene. The point is a simple pne, but the 
Inspector had .\rerlooLed it bc^.^use he had started with 
the* suppositi^yn that these county magnates had had 
nothing to^do with the matter. Now, I make a point of 
never having any prejudices and of following dopilely 
wherever fact may lead me, and so in the very first stagfe 
►f the investigation I found myself look* xig a little askance 
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at the part which had l^n played by Mr. Alec. Cunning- 
ham. 

“ And now I made a very careful ex^indiion of the 
comer of paper which the Iilspector had submitted to Us. 
It was at once clear to me that it formed part of a very 
remarkable document. Here it is. Do you not now 
observe something very suggestive about it ? ** 

‘‘ It has a very irregular look,’’ said th§ Colonel. 

My dear sir,” cried flolm§s, there cannot be the 
least doubt in the world that it has been written by two 
persons doing alternate words. When I draw your atten- 
tion to the strong t’s of ^ at ’ and ‘to ’ and ask you to com- 
pare them )j^ith thfi weak ones of ‘ quarter * and ‘ twelve,’ 
you will instantly recognise the fact. A very brief analysis 
of ^ose four words would enable you to say with the utmost 
confidence that the ‘ learn ’ and the ‘ maybe ’ are written 
in the stronger hand, and the ‘ what ’ in the weaker.” 

“By Jove, it’s as clear as day !” cried the Colonel. 
“ Why on earth should two men write a letter in such a 
fashion ?” 

“ Obviously the business was a bad one, and one of the 
men who distrusted the other was determined that, what- 
ever was done^ each should have an equal hand in it. 
Now^ of the two men it is clear that the one who wrote 
the ‘ at ’ and ‘ to ’ was the ringleader.” 

J^How do you get at that ? ” 

“ We might deduce it from the mere charac^r ,pf the 
uuehand as conlpared with the other. But we have more 
assured re&sons than that for supposing it. If you 
examine thi» scrap with attention you will come to the 
U3onclusion that the man with the stronger hand wrote all 
Iris:,# words first, leaving blanks for the other to fill up. 
These blanks were not always sufiicient, and you can see 
that the second man had a squeeze to fif his ‘ quarter ’ in 
between the at.’ and the ^to,’ showing., that the latter 
.were already written. The* man wno wroi^^all his wor^ff 
first is undoubtedly the tyuan who planned this t^pFair.” 

“ Excellent ! ” cried Mr. Acton. 

/“But very superficial,” said Holmes. “We come now, 
however, to a poi^it which is of import|^nce. You 'may 
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not be aware that the deduction of a man’s age from his 
writing is ^ne which has been brought to considerable 
accuracy by experts. In normal cases one can place a 
mto in his true decade with tolerable confidence. I say 
normal cases, because ill-health and physical weakness re- 
produce the signs of old age, even when the in\ralid is a 
youth. In this case, looking at the bold, strong hand of 
the one, and the ijather broken-packed appearance of the 
other, Which still retains Vs legibility, although the t’s 
have begun to lose their crossings, we can say that the 
one was a young man, and the other was advanced in 
years without being positively decrepit.” 

** Excellent ! ” cried Mr, Acton again. 

There is a further point, hoWever, which is subtler and 
of greater interest. There is something in common be- 
tween these hands. They belong to men who are blood- 
relatives. It may be most obvious to you in the Greek 
e’s, but to me there are many small points which indicate 
the same thing. I have no doubt at all that a family 
mannerism can be traced in these two specimens of 
writing. I am only, of course, giving you the leading re- 
sults now of my examination of tlie paper. There were 
twenty-three other deductions which would be of more 
interest to experts than to you. They all tended to 
deepen the impression upon my mind that the Cunning- 
hams, father and son, had written this letter. 

^ got so far, my next step was, of course, to 

examine into the details of the crime ana to see how far 
they would help us. I went up to the house with tiife 
Inspector, and saw all that was to be seen. The wound 
upon the dead man was, as I was able to determine with 
absolute ^confidence, caused by a sKot from a revolver firea 
at a distance of something over four yard‘s. There was no 
jpowder-blackening on the clothes. Evident 1}^, therefore, 
•Alec Cunningh^j^ had^lied when he said that the two 
mpn were stijiggling when tfie shot was fired. Again, 
botli fathej^^and son agreed as to the place where the man 
Scaped into the road. At that point, however, as i^t 
happens, there is a broadish ditch, moist at the bottom,. 
As there were indications of boot-marks about this 
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ditch, I was absolutely ture not only that the/Cunning- 
hams had again lied, but that there had nevc^ been any 
unknown man upon the scen§ at all. 

And now I had to consider the motive of this singular 
crime. To get at this I endeavoured first of all to solve 
the reason of the original burglary at Mr. Acton’s. I 
understood from something which the Colonel told us that 
a law-suit had been going on between yo^, Mr. ActQu, and 
the Cunninghams. Of course, St instantly occurred to me 
that they had broken into your library with the intention 
of getting at some document which might be of import- 
ance in the case.” , 

‘‘Precisely so,” said Mr. Xcton; “there can be no 
possible doubt as to their intentions. I^ave the clearest 
claitn upon half their present estate, and if they could 
have found a single paper — ^which, fortunately, was in the 
strong box of my solicitors — they would undoubtedly have 
crippled our case.” 

“ There you are ! ” said Holmes, smiling. “ It was a 
dangerous, reckless attempt, in which I seem to trace the 
influence of young Alec. Having found nothing, they 
tried to divert suspicion by making it appear to be an 
ordinary burglary, to which end they carried off whatever 
they*could lay their hands up({a. That is ajl clear enough, 
but there was much that was still obscure. 'WTiat I 
liiflled above all was to get the missing j>art of that note. 
I was certain tl^t Alec had torn it out of the d^,i*d*man?e 
hand, and almost certain ^at he must have thrust it into 
the pocket of his dressing-gown. Where else could, 
have put.it ? The only question was whether it was still 
ti}iere. It was worth an effort to find out, and for that 
object we all went up to the house. 

“ The Cunninghams joined us, as you doubtless remem- 
ber, outside the kitchen door. It was, of course, of the 
very first importance that .they sEfc)uld be reminded 
of the existence oij^ this paper, otherwise the.y would 
naturally destroy it without delay. The Ins{»ector w^s’ 
aiiout to tell them the importance which .yas attached tb 
it when, by the luckiest chance in the world, I tumbled 
down in a sort of St and so changed the ^oiiyersation.” 
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Good '^heavens I ” cried the ffolonel, laughing. Do 
you mean say all our sympathy was wasted and your fit 
an imposture ? 

Speaking professionally, it was admirably done,” cried 
I, looking in amazement at this man who was for ever 
confounding me with some new phase of his astuteness. 

It is an art which is often useful,” said he. When 
I recovered I managed by a device, which had, perhaps, 
some little merit of ingenuity, to get old Cunningham to 
write the word ^ twelve,* so that 1 might compare it with 
the ^ twelve ’ upon the paper.” 

Oh, what an ass I have been ! ” I e;jtclaimed. 

I could see that you were commiserating with me over 
my weakness,” said Holmes, laughing. “1 was sorry to 
cause you the sympathetic jmin which I know that you 
felt. We t hen Went upstairs together, and having entered 
the room and seen the dressing-gown hanging up behind 
the door, I contrived by upsetting a table to engage their 
attention for the moment and slipped back to examine the 
pockets. I had hat'dly got the paper, however, which was as 
1 had expected, in one of them, when the two Cunninghams 
were on me, and would, I verily believe, have murdered 
me then and there but for your prompt alid friendly aifl. 
As it is, I feel that young man’s grip on my throat 'now, 
and the father has twisted my wrist round in the effort to 
get the paper out of my hand. They saw that I 
know ^aikabout it, you see, and the sudden change from 
absolute security to complete despair made thepi perfectly 
desperate. 

I had a little talk with old Cunuingham afterwards as 
to the motive of the crime. He was tractable enough, 
though his son was a perfect d#*mon, rearly to blow outTiis 
own or anybody else’s brains if he could have got to his 
revolver. When Cuniiingham saw that the case against 
him was so sto;<^/ng h^ lost all heart, and made a clean 
breast of ever^ahing. It seems that William had secretly 
•followed iSs two masters on the night when they made 
their raid upon Mr. Acton’s, and, having thus got them 
into ,his power,' proceeded under threats of exposure to lei^ 
blackm^U ujk^n f^hem. Mister Alec^ ' however, was a 
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dangerous man to play games of that sort with. It ^as a 
stroke of positive genius on his part to see in tljle burglary 
scare, which was convulsing the country-side; an ^^por- 
tunity of plausibly getting rid of the man whom he feared. 
William was decoyed up and shot ; and, had they uiily got 
the whole ^f the note, and paid a little more attention to 
detail in their accessories, it is very possible that suspicion 
might never have been aroused/^ 

“And the note ?” I asked. ^ 

Sherlock Holmes placed the subjoined paper before us. 


“ It is very much the sort hf thing that I expected,’" 
he. “ Of ('ourse, we do not yet know what the 
relations may have been between Alec Cu^jpingliam, 
William Kirwaif, and Annie Morrison. Tbe result shows 
\but the tl*ap was skilful^ baited. I am sure that you 
cannot fail "to be delighted with the traces of heredity 
«hown in ‘the p’s and in the tails of the g’s. The absence 
of tiie i-dots in tbe old man’s writing is also most character- 
istic. Watson, I think our quiet rest in^the country has 
been a distinct success, and I shall certainly return, much 
invigorated, to Kaker Street to-moijow.’* 
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NE summer night, a few months after my mar- 
riage, I was seated by my own hearth smoking 
a last pipe and nodding over a n^vel, for my 
day’s work had been an exhausting one. My 
wife had already gone upstairs, and the sound 
of the locking of the hall door some time before told' me 
that the servants had also retired. I had risen from my 
seat and was knocking out the ashes of my pipe, when I 
suddenly heard the clang of the bell. 

I looked at the clock. It was a quarter to twelve. 
This could not be a visitor at so late an hour. A patient, 
evidently, and possibly an all-night sitting. With a wry 
face I went out into the hall and opened, the door. iTo 
my astonishment, it was Sherlock Holmes who stood. upon 
my step. 

‘‘ Ah, Watson,” said he, “ I hoped that I might nc^ be 
too late to catch you.” 

My Sear fellow, pray come in.” 

You looked surprised, and *no wonder ! Relieved, 

I fancy ! Hum ! you still smoke the Arcadia mixture of 
your bachelor days, then ! There’s no mistaking that 
fluffy ash upon your coat. It’s easy to tell that yoii’ve 
been accustomed to wear a uniform, Watson ; you’ll never 
pass as a pure-bifed civilian as long as you keep that habit 
of carrying your, handkerchief in. your sleeve. Could you 
put me up to-)5ight ? 

Witu^leasure.” 

You told me that you had bachelor quarters for one, and 
I, see that yomhave no gentleman visitor at x)resent. Yopr 
hah'l^tand proclainis as much. 
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I shall be delightec^if you will stay.” 

Thank you. I’ll fill a vacant peg, then. Sony to see 
that you’ve had the British workman in the house. He’s 
a token of evil. Not the drains, I hope ? ” 

^^No, the gas.” 

Ah ! He has left two nail marks from his boot upon, 
your linoleum just where the light strikes it. No, thank 
you, I had some supper at, Waterloo, buttl’ll smoke a pipe 
with you with pleasure.” 

I handed him my pouch, and he seated himself opposite 
to me, and smoked for some time in silence. I was well 
aware that nothing^ but business of importance could have 
brought hi«i to me at such an hour, so I waited patiently 
until he should come round to it. 

see that you are professionally rather busy just 
now,” said he, glancing very keenly across at me. 

‘‘Yes, I’ve had a busy day,” I answered. “It may 
!!»eem very foolish in your eyes,” I added, “ but really I 
don’t know how you deduced it.” 

Holmes chuckled to himself. 

“I have the advantage of knowing your habits, my 
dear Watson,” said he. “When your round is a short 
ode you walk, and when it is a long one you use a hansom. 
As perceive that your boots, although used, are by no 
means dirty, I cannot doubt that you are at present busy 
ii^^^gh to justify the hansom.” 

“ Excellent ! ” I cried. 

‘•^Elementary, ^ said he. “ It is one of those instances 
where the reasoner can produce an effect which seems re- 
markably to*his neighbour, because the latter has missed 
the one little point which is the basis of the deduction. 
The same may be said, my dear fellow, for the effect of 
some of these little sketches of yours, yhich is entirely 
meretricious, depending as it does upon your retaining in 
your own hafids^some factors in tjie probjiem which are 
never imparted to the reacier. Now, at p^-esent I am ip 
the. position of these*same readers, for I hold ihi'tLis hand- 
several threads of one of the strangest c^es which ever 
perplexed a man’s brain, and yet I lack the one o^ two 
which are needful to complete mv theori. But lU have 
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them, Wa^on, Til have them I ” His eyes kindled and a 
eKght flush sprang into hiff thin cheeks. For an instant 
the veil had lifted upon his keen, intense nature, but for 
an instant only. When I glanced again his fece had 
resumed that Red Indian composure which had made so 
many regard him as a machine rather than a rndn. 

The problem presents features 6f interest,” said he ; 
may even say very exceptional features of interest. I 
have already looked into the matter, and have come, as I 
think, within sight of my solution. If you could accom- 
pany me in that last step, you might be of considerable 
service to me.” 

I should be delighted.” 

" Could you go as far as Aldershot to-morrow ? ” 

I have no doubt Jackson would take my practice.” . 

‘‘ Very good. I want to start by the 11.10 from Water- 
loo.” 

That would give me time.” 

“Then, if you are not too sleepy, I will give you a 
sketch of what ha& happened and of what remains to be 
done.” 

“ I was sleepy before you came. I am quite wakeful 

BOW ” 

I will compt’ess the story as far as may be done With- 
out omitting anything vital to the case. It is conceivable 
Ifchat you may even have read some account of the matt?^ 
It is the st.pposed murder of Colonel Barclay, of the Royal 
Mallows, at Aldershot, which I am investigating.” 

I have heard nothing of it.” 

“ It has not excited much attention yet, except locally. 
She facts are only two days old. Briefly they are these : — 
The Royal Mallows is, as you know, one of the most 
femous Irish regiments in the British Army. It did 
wonders both in the Crimea and the Mutiny, and has 
since that tim^3 distin,')’uished, itself upon every possible 
occasion,^ ^ It was commanded up to Monday night by 
Jpaes Barclay, a gallant veteran, who slart^ as a full 
|irivate, ‘was raised to commissioned rank for his bravery 
ftt the time of the Mutiny, and so lived to command the 
SBgiment ]nKSvhi<;f'':^ he had once carried a musket* 
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^ Colonel Barclay had married at the time wton-hfe waa 
a sergeant, and his wife, whose maiden name was Miss 
Nancy Dcvoy, was the daughter of a formej* coldur-sergeant 
in the same corps. There was, therefore, as can be 
imagined, some little social friction when the young 
couple (for they were still young) found themselves .in 
their new surroundings. They appear, however, to have 
quickly adapted themselves, and Mrs. Bq^clay has always^ 
I understand, been as popular yith the ladies of the regi- 
ment as her husband was with his brother officers. I may 
add that she was a woman of great beauty, and that even 
now, when she has been married for upwards of thirty 
years, she is still of a striking appearance. 

** Colonel Barclay’s family life appears to have been a 
uniformly happy one. Major Murphy, to whom I owe 
m8st of my facts, assures me that he has never heard of 
any misunderstanding between the pair. On the wholes 
he thinks that Barclay’s devotion to his wife was greater 
than his wife’s to Barclay. ' He was acutely uneasy if he 
were absent from her for a day. She, qn the other hand, 
though devoted and faithful, was less obtrusively affec- 
tionate. But they were regarded in the regiment as the 
v^ry model of ^ middle-aged couple. There was absolutely 
not]jing in their mutual relations to prepare people for 
the tragedy which was to follow. • 

^Colonel Barclay himself seems to have had some 
bingular traits in his character. He was a dashing, jovial 
old soldier in his usual mood, but there were' occasions 
*on which he seemed to show himself capable of consider- 
able violence and vindictiveness. This side of his nature, 
however; appears never to have been turned towards his 
wife. Another fact wiiich had struck Major Murphy, and 
three out of five of the other officers with whom I con- 
versed, was the singular sort df depression which came 
upon him at.times. As the Major expressed it, the smile 
had often been* struck from his ml)uth, as^if by some in- 
visible hand, when Jie has been joining in th^-* gaieti^ 
and chaff of the mess table. -F or days on end| when t£e 
ihood was on him he had been sunk in the. deepest gloom* 
This and a certain tinge of superstition wer^ the onl^ un* 
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imarti-aite in his character which his brother officers had 
observed. 'The latter peculiarity took the form of a dis- 
like to bein^ left, alone, especially after dark. This peurile 
feature in a nature which wks conspicuously manly had 
often given rise to coniment and conjecture. 

*‘The first battalion of the Royal Mallows «(which is 
the old 117th) has been stationed at Aldershot for some 
years. The manned officers livg out of barracks, and the 
Colonel has during all this time occupied a villa called 
Lachine, about half a mile from the North Camp. The 
house stends in its own grounds, but the west side of it 
is not more than thirty yards from the high road. A 
coachman and two maids form the' staff qf servants. 
These, with their master and mistress, were the sole 
occupants of Lachine, for the Barclays had no children, 
nor was it usual for them to have resident visitors. 

Now for the events at Lachine between nine and ten 
on the evening of last Monday. 

Mrs. Barclay was, it appears, a member of the Roman 
Cathohc Church, and had interested herself very much in 
the establishment of the Guild of St. George, which was 
formed in connection with the Watt Street Chapel for the 
purpose of supplying the poor with cast-off clothing. 
meeting of the Guild had been held that evening at 
eight, and Mrs. Barclay hall huitied over her dinner in 
order to be present at it. When leaving the house,v;^jg„ 
was heard, by the coachman to make some commonplace 
remark to her husband, and to assure him'‘ that she would 
be back before long. She then* called for Miss Morrison,' 
a young lady who lives in the next villa, and the two 
went off together to their meeting. It lasted forty., 
minutes, and at a quarter-past nine Mrs. Barclay returned 
home, having left Miss . Morrison at her door as she 
passed. 

There is room which is used as a morning-room at 
Lachine. This faces tfie road," and opens by a large glass, 
•folding 3^r on to the lawn. The^awn is thirty yards 
a6ross, and is only divided from the highway by a loyr 
wall with an iron rail above it. It was into this room 
that Mrs. Barclf^y went upon her return. The blinds 
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were not down, for the room was seldom used Ifi the 
evening, but Mrs. Barclay herself lit the lamp and then 
rang the bell, asking Jane Stewart, the hoiisemaid, to 
bring her a cup of tea, which was quite contrary to her 
usual habits. The Colonel had been sitting in the dining- 
room, but Clearing that his wife had returned, he joined 
her in the moming-room. The coachman saw him cross 
the hall, and enter it. Hq was never seem again alive. 

<‘The tea which had been ordered was brought* up at 
the end of ten minutes, but the maid, as she approached 
the door, was surprised to hear the voices of her master 
and mistress in fuiious altercation. She knocked without 
leceiving amy answer, and even turned the handle, but 
only to find that the door was locked upon the inside. 
Nq^urally enough, she lan down to tell the cook, and the 
two women with the coachman came up into the hall and 
listened to the dispute which was still raging. They all 
agree that only two voices were to be heard, those of 
Barclay and his wife. Barclay’s remarks were subdued 
and abrupt, so that none of them were audible to the 
listeners. The lady’s, on the other hand, were most 
bitter, and, when she raised her voice, could be plainly 
h^ard. ‘ You coward ! ’ she repeated over and over again. 

‘ What can be done now ? Give me back my life. I will 
never so much as breathe the^ame air as you again ! You 
p'jof^rd! You coward!’ Those were scraps of her con- 
versation, ending in a sudden dreadful cry in»the man’s 
voice, with a crash, and a niercing scream from the woman. 
Oon\dnced\hat some tragedy had occurred, the coachman 
rushed to the door and strove to force it, while scr^ra 
after scream issued from within. He was unable, how- 
ever, to make his way in, and the maids were too dis- 
tracted with fear to be of any assistance tp him. A sudden 
thought struck him, however, and he ran through the 
hall door and round to the lawn, upon which the long 
'French windows opened. * Qne sfee of t6e window was 
open, which I underStai^d was quite u'^ual in thp "summer- 
time, and he passed without difficulty into the room. His 
mistress had ceased to scream, and was stretched insensible 
upon a couch, while with his fegt tiltec^l ov^t, the side of 
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an ar?Jl^chair, and his head upon the ground near the 
comer of the fender, was lying tne unfortunate soldier, 
stone dead, ‘in a pool of his own blood. 

‘‘Naturally the coachman's first thought, on finding 
that he could do nothing for his master, was to open the 
door. But here an unexpected and singular* difficulty 
presented itself. The key was not on <he inner side of the 
door, nor could iie find it anywhere in the room. He 
went out again, therefore, through the window, and having 
obtained the help of a policeman and of a medical man, 
he returned. The lady, against whom naturally the 
strongest suspicion rested, was removed to her room, still 
in a state of insensibility. The Colonel’s body was then 
placed upon the sofa, and a careful examination made of 
the scene of the tragedy. 

“ The injury from which the unfortunate veteran was 
suffering was found to be a ragged cut, some two inches 
long, at the back part of his head, which had evidently 
been caused by a violent blow from a blunt weapon. Nor 
was it difficult to guess what that weapon may have been. 
Upon the floor, close to the body, was lying a singular 
club of hard carved wood with a bone handle. The Colonel 
possessed a varied collection of weapons brought from tile 
different countries in whicli he had fought, and it is 'con- 
jectured by the police thJit this club was among his 
trophies. The servants deny having seen it before, 
among theruumerous curiosities in the house it is possible 
that it may have been overlooked. Nothing else of im- 
portance was discovered in the room by the police, sis^ve 
the inexplicable fact that neither upon Mfs. Barclay’s 
person, nor upon that of the victim, nor in any part of the 
room was the missing key to be found. The door had 
eventually to be opened by a locksmith from Aldershot. 

“ That was the state of things, Watson, when upon the 
Tuesday morning I, at the request of Major Murphy, went 
down to ^Idershot to supplement the efforts of the pohce.- 
I think y^u will acknowledge that the problem was 
already one of interest, but my observations soon made ire 
realize that it was in truth much more extraordinary than 
would at first r'!sig}:)t appeals 
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“ Before examining the room I cross-questioned the 
servants, but only succeeded in eliciting the facts which 
I have already stated. One other detail oi interest .was 
remembered by Jane Stewart, the housemaid. You will 
remember that on hearing the sound of the quarrel she 
descenddd and returned with the other servants. On that 
first occasion, when she was aione, she says that the voices 
of her master and mistress were sunk sft low that she could 
hear hardly anything, and judged by their tones, rather 
than their words, that they had fallen out. On my 
pressing her, however, she remembered that she he^rd the 
word ^ David ’ uttered twice by the lady. The Y)oint is of 
the utmoiifc importance as guiding us towards the reason 
of the sudden quarrel. The ColoneFs name, you re- 
qjember, was James. 

“ There was one thing in the case which had made the 
deepest impression both upon the servants and the police. 
This was the contortion of the Coloners face. It had set, 
according to their account, into the most dreadful ex- 
pression of fear and horror which a hrftnan countenance is 
capable of assuming. More than one person fainted at 
the mere sight of him, so terrible waa the effect. It was 
quite certain that he had foreseen his fate, and that it had 
caused him the utmost horror. This, of /jourse, fitt^ in 
well enough with the police theory, if the Colonel could 
he^e seen his wife making a murderous attack upon him. 
Nor was the fact of the wound being on th^back of his 
head a fatal oSjection to this, as he might have turned to 
a^^id the%low. No information could be got from, the 
lady he^selT, who was temporarily insane from an acute 
attack of brain fever. 

From the police I learned that Miss Morrison, who, 
you remember, went out that evening with Mrs. Barclay,* 
denied having any knowledge of what it was which had 
caused the ill-kumour in^ which Jier companion had re- 
turned. 

Having gathered •these .facts, Watson, #1^ smoked 
^veral pipes over them, trying to separate those which 
were crucial from others which were merely incidental. 
There could he no anestion.thet the distinctive end 
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suggestive pToiut in the case was the Angular disappearance 
of the door k^y. A most careful sear<m had failed to dis- 
‘cover it in the room. Therefore, it must have been taken 
from it* But neither the Colonel nor the Coloners wife 
could have taken it* That was perfectly clear. Therefore 
a third person must have entered the room. And that 
third person could only have^eome in through the window* 
It seemed to me tftat a careful examination of the room 
and the lawn might possibly reveal some traces of this 
mysterious individual. You know my methods, Watson. 
There was not one of them which I did not apply to the 
inquiry. And it ended by my discovering -traces, but 
very different ones from those which* I hadrexpected. 
There had been a man in the room, and he had crossed the 
lawn coming from the road. I was able to obtain fiv^ 
very clear impressions of his footmarks — one on the road- 
way itself, at the point where he had climbed the low 
wall, two on the lawn, and tw^o very faint ones upon the 
stained boards near the window where he had entered. 
He had apparently rushed across the lawn, for his toe 
marks were much deeper than his heels. But it was not 
the man who surprised me. It was his companion.” 

“ His companion ! ” 

Hohnes palled a large sheet of tissue paper out of «his 
pocket and carefully unfolded it upon his knee. 

What do you make of that ? ” he asked. 

The pap^t’ was covered with tracings of the footmarks 
of some small animal. It had i|ve well-marked footpads, 
an indication of long nails, and the whole print might /be * 
nearly as large as a dessert spoon. 

It's a dog,” said I. 

Did ever you hear of a dog running up a curtain ?* 
I found distinct trnces that this creature had done so,” 

A monkey, then ? ” 

But it is not the print of a, monkey.” 

WhaW’in it be, then ? ” ^ 

Neither dog, nor cat, nor monkey, nor any creature 
that we are familiar with. I have tried to reconstruct it 
from the measurements. Here are four prints where the 
beast has been sfanding/ motionless. You see that it is 
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no less than fifteen inches from fore foot to hifid/ Add to 
that the length of neck and head, and you get a creature 
not much less than two feet long — ^probably more if there 
is any tail. But now observe this other measurement. 
The animal has been moving, and we have the length o\ 
its fstridd. In each case it is only about three inches 
You have an indication, you see, of a long body with very 
short legs attached to it. It has nof been coi^siderate 
enough to leave any of its haij* behind it. But its general 
shape must be what I have indicated, and it can run up a 
curtain and is carnivorous.” 

How do you deduce that ? ” 

‘‘ Because it ran up the curtain. A canary’s cage was 
hanging in the window, and its aim seems to have been 
, ty get at the bird.” 

Then what was the beast ? ” 

Ah, if I could give it a name it maght go a long waj 
towards solving the case. On the whole it was probably 
some creature of the weasel or stoat tribe — and yet it i« 
larger than any of these that I have s^en.” 

‘‘ But what had it to do with the crime? ” 

That also is still obscure. But we have learned i 
good deal, you perceive. We know that a man stood ii 
the road looking at the quarrel between the Barclays — the 
blinds were up and the room lighted. We know also thal 
>*?ran across the lawn, entered the room, accompanied bj 
a strange animal, and that Le either struck Hhe Colonel 
or, as is equalfy possible^ that the Colonel fell down fronr 
sheer* fri^t at the sight of him, and cut his head onL,th( 
corner fhe fender Finally, we have the curious fac 
that the intruder carried away the key with him when h< 
M«ft.” 

Your discoveries seem to have lefUthe business mor< 
obscure than it was before,” said I, 

‘‘Quite sb. -They undpubtedlv showed that the affai 
was much deeper than was at first conjectured. • ] 
thought the mattA* over, anjd I came to thQ conclualoi 
that I must approach the case from another abpect. Bu 
really, Watson, 1 am keeping you up, and I might just a 
well tell you all this on joux wa^ to Aldf^tshot to-morrow 
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Thank you, youVe gone rather ^too far to stop.’* 

‘‘ It was c^nite certain that when Mrs. Barclay left the 
. house at half-past seven she was on good terms with her 
.Jbusband. She was never, as 1 think I have said, ostenta* 
tiously affectionate, but she was heard by the coachman 
chatting with the Colonel in a friendly fashion..'- No'^r, it 
was equally certain that immediately on her return she 
had gone to the ^oom in which she was least likely to 
see her husband, had flown to tea, as an agitated woman 
will, and, finally, on his coming in to her, had broken 
into violent recriminations. Therefore, something had 
occurred between seven-thirty and nine o’clock which had 
completely altered her feelings towards him. cBut Miss 
Morrison had been with her during the whole of that 
hour and a half. It was absolutely certain, therefore, 
in spite of her denial, that she must know something of 
the matter. 

^^My first conjecture was that possibly there had been 
some pas«ages between this young woman and the old 
soldier, whn h the former had now confessed to the wife. 
That would account for the angry return and also for the 
girl’s denial that anything had occurred. Nor would it 
be entirely incompatible with most of the words ovei- 
heard. But theie was the reference to David, and there 
was the known affection of the Colonel for his wife to 
weigh against it, to say nothing of the tragic intrusion ijf 
this other man, which might, of course, be entirely dis- 
connected with what had gone before. It was not easy 
to^pick one’s stop^, but on the whole I was inclined .to 
dismiss the ideri that there had been anything between 
the Colonel and Miss Morrison, but more than ever con- 
vinced that the young lady held the clue as to what it 
was which had Jumed Mrs. Barclay to haired of her 
husband. I took the obvious course, therefore, of calling 
upon Miss Morrison, of explaining to her that I was per- 
fectly certain that she held' the facts in her possession,- 
and of assuring lier that her friend, Mrs. Barclay, might 
find herself in the dock upon a capital charge unless the 
matter were cleared up. 

Miss Mortiscp is a little, ethereal slip of a girl, with 
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timid eyes and blonde hair, but I found her by no means 
wanting in shrewdness and common sense,. She sat 
thinking for some time after I had s])oken, and then 
turning to me with a brisk air of resolui ion, she broke 
into a remarkable statement, which I will condense for 
your bene^t* 

‘ I promised my friend that I would say nothing of the 
matter, and a promise is a promise/ saia she. ^ Hut if I 
can really help her when so*serious a charge is made 
against her, and when her own mouth, poor darling, is 
closed by illness, then I think I am absolved from my 
promise. I will, tell yuu exactly what ha]"uened on 
Monday e\^ning. 

^‘‘We were returning from the Wat. Street Mission, 
about a quarter to nine o’clock. On our viay we had to 
pass through Hudson Street, which is a very quiet 
thoroughfare. There is only one lamp in it upon the 
left-hand side, and as we approached this lamp I saw a 
man coming towards us with his back very T)ent, and 
something like a box slung over one of Tiis shoulders. He 
appeared to be deformed, for he carried his head low, and 
walked with his knees bent. We were passing him when 
he raised his face to look at us in the circle of hght thrown 
by iSie lamp, and as he did 5^ he stopped and screamed 
out in a dreadful voice, “ My God, it’s Nancy ! ” Mrs. 
Barclay turned as white as death, and would have fallen 
down had the dpeadful-looking creature not caifght hold of 
her. I wa^ to call for the police, but she, to my 

smprise, spoke quite civilly to the fellow. 

‘‘‘I thought you had been dead this thirty years, 
‘Jlenry,’ said she, in a shaking voice. 

^ ‘ So I have,’ said he, and it was awful to bear the tones 
that he said it in. He had a very dark, fearsome face, 
and a gleam in his eyes that comes back to me in * my 
dreams. His hair and whiekers w^re shot with grey, and 
his face was all crinkled and puckered like a withered 
apple. • 

•“^Just walk on a little way, dear,’ said Mrs. Barclay. 
* I want to have a word with this man. There is nothing 
to be afraid of.’ She tried to s:3e^k boWlyl but she was 
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still d^^ly'pale, and could hardly ^et her words out for 
the trembling of her lips. 

, <5^1 did as she asked me,’ai)d they talked together for 

^ few minutes. Then she came down the street with her 
eyes blazing, and I saw the crippled wietch standing by 
the lamp-post and shaking his clenched fists in the 
air, as if he were mad with ^age. She never said a word 
until we were at' the door here, when she took me 
by* the hand and begged tne to tell no one what had 
happened. “ It is an old acquaintance of mine who has 
come down in the world,” said she. When I promised her 
that I would say nothing she kissed me^ and I have never 
seen her since. I have told you now the whole itruth, and 
if I withheld it from the police it is because I did not 
realize then the danger in which my dear friend stood. >I 
know that it can only be to her advantage that everything 
should be known.* 

There was her statement, Watson, and to me, as you can 
imagine, it was like a light on a dark night. Everything 
which had been disconnected before began at once to 
assume its true place, and I had a shadowy presentiment 
of the whole sequence of events. My next step obviously 
was to find the man who had produced such a remarkable 
impression upon, Mrs. Barclay. If he were still in Aider- 
shot it should not be a very difficult matter. There are 
not such a very great number of civilians, and a deforrtied 
man was sme to have attracted attention. I spent a day 
in the search, and by evening — this Very evening, 
Watson — I had run him down. The man’s name is Henry 
Wood, and he lives in lodgings in the same street in which 
the ladies met him. He has only been five days in the 
place. In the character of a registration agent I had a 
most interesting c^gossip with his landlady. The man is 
by trade a conjurer and performer, going round the 
canteens, after nightfall, and giving a little ehtertainment 
at each. Mo carries some creature about with him in his 
bo;x, aboutf, which the landlady seemSfed to be in consider- 
able trepidation^ for she had never s^n an animal like it. 
Hfe uses it in some of his tricks, according to her account. 
So much the woti^an washable .to .tell me, and also that it 
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was a wonder the man lived, seeing how twistOfl he was, 
and that he spoke fli a strange tongue sometimes, and 
that for the last two nights she had hpard him groaning 
and weeping in his bedrooln. He was all right as fir ^ 
money went, but in his deposit he had given her what 
looked like a bad florin. She showed it to me, Watson, 
and it was an Indian rupee. , 

“ So now, my dear fellow, you see exactly how we stand 
and why it is I want you. is perfectly plain tTiat a|ter 
the ladies parted from this man he followed them at a 
distance, that he saw the quarrel between husband and 
wife through the window, that he rushed in, and that the 
creature yhicli he carried in his box got loose. That is 
all very certain. But he is the only person in this world 
who can tell us exactly what happened in that room.” 

• ‘‘And you intend to ask him 

“ Most certainly — but in the presence of a witness.” 

“And 1 am the witness ?” 

“ If you will be so good. If he can clear the matter up, 
well and good. If he refuses, we have no alternative but 
to apply for a warrant.” 

“But how do you know he will be there when we 
jieturn ? ” , 

“ You may be sure that I took some precautions. I have 
one of my Baker Street boj^s mounting* guard over him 
viliw would stick to him like a burr, go where he might. 
We shall find him in Hudson Street to-morrpw, Watson; 
and meanwhile I should be the criminal myself if I kept 
you out erf bed any longer.” 

"It was midday when we found ourselves at the scene of 
the tra’gedy, and, under my companion’s guidance, •we 
made our way at once to Hudson Street. In spite of his 
capacity for concealing his emotions could easily se^ 
that Holmes was in a state of suppressed excitement, 
while I was^nyself tingling with that half-sporti ug, half-* 
intellectual pleasure which I invariably experienced when 
I associated myself nvith him' in his in\ estigations. . 5 

“ This is the street,” said he, as lie turned into a short 
fhoroughfare lined with plain, two-storied brick houses — 
Ah ! here is Simpson to report.” 



JtEMOmS OE SM£ELX>CE SOMMSS. 


**He’s in rail right, Mr. Holmes,^ cried a small street 
Arab, running up to us. 

Good, Simpson ! ” said Holmes, patting him on the 
'head. ‘‘Come along, Watson.* This is the housa” He 
Sent in his caid with a message that he had come on 
important business, and a moment later we were face to 
face with the man whom we Jbad come to see. In spite of 
the warm weather( he was crouching over a fire, and the 
little room was like an ot^n. The man sat all twisted 
and huddled in his chair in a way which gave an indes- 
cribable impression of deformity, but the face which 
he turned towards us, though worn and swarthy, must at 
some time have been remarkable for * its beauty. He 
looked suspiciously at us now out of yellow-shot bilious 
eyes, and, without speaking or rising, he waved towards two 
chairs. 

“Mr. Henry Wood, late of India, I believe?” said 
Holmes, affably “ I’ve come over this little matter of 
Colonel Barclay’s death.” 

“ What should I know about that ? ” 

“That’s what I wanted to ascertain. You know, I 
suppose, that unless the matter is cleared up, Mrs. 
Barclay, who is an old friend of yours, will in aU 
probability be tried for murder? ” 

The man gave a violent start. 

“ I don’t know who you are,” he cried, “jior how yQU 
come to know what you do know, but will you swear that 
this is true £hat you tell me ? ” 

“Why, they are only waitings for her to come to her 
senses to arrest her,” 

My God ! Are you in the police yourself? ” 

“ No.” 

“ What business is it of yours, then ? ” 

“ It’s every man^s business to see justice done.*' 

“ You can take my word that she is innocent.” 

“ Then you ate guilty ? ” 

“ No, I 4m not.” 

“ Who killed Colonel Janies Barclay, then ? ” 

“ It was a just Providence that killed him. But mincl 
you this, that if I had knocked his brams out, as it was 
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in roff heart to do, he ^ould have had no rhofe tban his 
due froin my hands If his own gnilty conscience had 
not struck him down, it i& likely enough that I might 
have had his blood upon my souL You want me to tell 
the story ? Well, I don’t know why I shouldn’t, for there’s 
no cause for me to be ashamed of it. 

“It was m this way, sir. You see me now with my 
back like a came! and my ribs all awrjf, but there was a 
time when Corporal Yienry Wood was the smarted man 
in the 117th Foot. We were in India then, in canton- 
ments, at a place we’ll call Bhurtee Barclay, who died 
the other day, was sergeant in the same company as my- 
self, and the belle* of the regiment — aye, and the finest 
girl that ever had the breath of life between her lips — ^was 
Njincy Devoy, the daughter of the colour-sergeant. There 
were two men who loved her, and one whom she loved ; 
and you’ll smile when you look at this poor thing huddled 
before the fire, and hear me say that it was for my good 
looks that she loved me. 

“Well, though 1 had her heart her father was set upon 
her marrying Barclay. I was a harum-scarum, recklevss lad, 
and he had had an education, and was already marked for 
tbe sword-belU But the girl held true to me, and it 
seemed that I would have bad her, when the Mutiny broke 
out, and all Hell was loose inl:he country. 

^ r#We were shut up in Bhurtee, the regiment of us, with 
half a battery of artillery, a c<.;mpany of Sikh%, and a lot 
of civilians and women-folk. There were ten thousand 
rebels rouifd us, and they Vere as keen as a set of terriers 
round a rat ^age About the second week of jt our water 
.gave outj and it was a question whether we could commu- 
hiqfite with General Neill’s column, which was moving up 
country. It was our only chance, for w^ could not hope 
to fight our way out with all the women and children, so 1 
volunteered to gq out and warn General Neili of our danger. 
JVIy offer was accepted, and 1 talfeeAit over with JSergeant 
Barplay, who was supposed to know the ground better than 
any other man, and who drew up a route by wbicfl I might 

f et through the rebel lines. At ten o’clock the same night 
started off upon my journey There jivere a thousand 
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lives to save, "but it was of only o^e that I was thinking 
irhen I dropped over the wall that liight, 

way rau^ down a drie4-up watercourse, which we 
hoped would screen me from the enemy’s sentries, but as 
I crept round the comer of it I walked right into six of 
them, who were crouching down in the dark waiting for 
me. In an instant I was stunned with a blow, and bound 
hand and foot. ^ But the real blow was to my heart 
and not to my head, for as' I came to and listened to as 
much as I could understand of their talk, 1 heard enough 
to tell me that my comrade, the very man who had ar- 
ranged the way I was to take, had betrayed me by means 
of a native servant into the hands of the enen^y. 

Well, there’s no need for me to dwell on that part of it. 
You know now what James Barclay was capable of Bhurf ee 
was relieved by Neill next day, but the rebels took me 
away with them in their retreat, and it was many a long 
year before ever I saw a white face again. I was tortured, 
and tried to get away, and was captured and tortured 
again. You can see for yourselves the state in which I 
was left. Some of them that fled into Nepaul took me 
with them, and then afterwards I was up past Darjeeling. 
The hill-folk up there murdered the rebels who had the, 
and I became, their slave for a time until I escaped, but 
instead of going south I had to go north, until I found 
myself among the Afghans. There I wandered abotft'for^ 
many a yeur, and at last came back to the Punjab, where 
I lived mostly among the natives, and picked up a living 
by the conjuring tricks that I had learned. What use was 
it for me, a wretched cripple, to go back to England, or to 
make myself known to my old comrades? Even my wish 
for revenge would not make me do that. I had rather 
that Nancy and my old pals should think of Harry Wood 
as having died with a straight back, than see him living 
and crawling with a stick like a chimpanzee. They never 
doubted fhat I was dead, ,aud I meant that they never 
should. 4 keard that Barclay had married Nancy, and 
that he was rabidly rising in the regiment, but even that 
did not make me speak. 

But when one gets pld, pne has a longing for home. 
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For years IVe been dreaming of the bright green fields 
and the hedges of En|land. At last I determined to see 
them before I died, I saved enough to •bring me acrosjs, 
and then I came here where the soldiers are, for I know 
their ways, and how to amuse them, and so earn enough 
to keep me.” 

‘‘Your narrative is most interesting,” said Sherlock 
Holmes. I have ^rea4y heard of yi^r meeting with 
Mrs. Barclay and yom mutual t’cecognition. You then, as 
I understand, followed her ’ home and saw through the 
window an altercation between her husband and her, in 
which she doubtless cast his conduct to you in his teeth. 
Your own fieelings ‘overcame you, and you ran across the 
lawn and broke in upon them.” 

“ I did, sir, and at the sight of me he looked as I have 
n^er seen a man look before, and over he went with his 
head on the fender. But he was dead before he fell. I 
read death on his face as plain as I can read that text over 
the fire. The bare sight of me was like a bullet through 
his guilty heart.” 

“ And then ? ” 

“ Then Nancy fainted, and I caught up the key of the 
door from her hand, intending to unlock it and get help. 
.Batrfts I was doing it it seemed to me better to leave it 
alone and get away, for the thJhg might look black against 
^me,<find any way my secret would be out if I were taken. 
In my haste I thrust the key into my pocket, ajad dropped 
my stick while I was chasing Teddy, who had run up the 
curtain. When 1 got hiili into his box, from which he 
had^slipped,*! was otF as fast as I could run. 

“ Who^s Teddy ? ” asked Holmes. 

Xhe man leaned over and x>^lled up the front of a 
kind of hutch in the corner. In an jnstant out there 
slij)ped a beautiful reddish-brown creature, thin, and lithe, 
with the legs of a stoat, a long thin nose^ and a pair of 
the finest red eyes that eve^ I saw in an anim'^l’s head. 

“,lt*s a mongoose I cried. 

“Well, some call them that, and some call thein 
icnneuraon,” said the man. “ Snake-catcher is what -I 
call them, and Teddy is amazing quick ou cobras. I have 
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one here without the fangs, and Teddy catches it every 
night to please the folk in the cantlen. Any other point, 
sir ? ” 

, *‘<Well, we may have to apply to you again if Mrs. 
Barclay should prove to be in serious trouble.” 

In that case, of course, I’d come forward.” 

But if not, there is no object of raking up this scandal 
against a dead iftan, foully as hfi has acted. You have, 
at least', the satisfaction oft knowing^ that for thirty years 
of his life his conscience bitterly reproached him for his 
wicked deed. Ah, there goes Major Murphy on the other 
side of the street. Good-bye, Wood; I want to learn if 
anything has happened since yesterday/’ 

We were in time to overtake the Major before he 
reached the corner. 

^^Ah, Holmes,” he said, I suppose you have heard tliat 
all this fuss has come to nothing ? ” 

What, then ? ” 

^‘The inquest is just over. The medical evidence 
showed conch>sively that death was due to apoplexy. 
You see, it was quite a simple case after all.” 

“Oh, remarkably superficial,” said Holmes, smiling. 
“ Come, Watson, I don’t think we shall, be wanted •in 
Aldershot any pore.” 

“ There’s one thing,” sai(f I, as we walked down to the 
station ; “ if the husband’s name was James, and the dfcher 
was Henry^ what was this talk about David ?*’ 

“ That one word, my dear Watson, shoifld have told me 
the whole story had I been th^ ideal reason ef which ^ou 
are so fond of depicting. It was evidently a term of re- 
proach.” 

“ Of reproach ? ” 

“ Yes, David {grayed a little now and then, you know, 
an4 on one occasion in the same direction as Sergeant 
Jariaes Barclay^ You remember the small atfair of Uriah 
and Bathshebgt ? My Sibiicaf knowledge is a trifle rusty, 
i fear, but you will find the story in^the first or second of 
Samuel:” * 
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|N glaneii^ over the somewhat incoherent series 
•of memoirs with which I have endeavoured to 
illustrate a few of the mental peculiarities of 
niy friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, I have been 
stnick by the difficulty which I have ex- 
perienced in picking out examples which shall in every 
way answer my i)urpose. For in those cases in which 
Holmes has performed some tour--de-force of. analytical 
reasoning, and has demonstrated the value of his peculiar 
methods of investigation, the facts themselves have often 
been so slight or so commonplace that I could not feel 
jus^lified in layiflg them before the public. On the other 
hand^ it has frequently happened that he has been con- 
cern^ in some research where the facts have been of the 
mo^t remarkable and dramatic character, but where the 
share whicn he, has himself taken in deterrnifling their 
causes has 4een less pronoijnced than I, as his -biographer, 
could wish. ^The small matter which I have chronicled 
under the heading of “ A Study in Scarlet,” and that 
other later one connected with the loss of the Gloria Scotty 
may serve as examples of this Scylla and Charybdis which 
are for ever threatening his historian. li! may be that, in 
the business of which I am now about to write, the part 
which my friend* played is ^not^su^cientlj* accentuated; 
and yet the whole trajn of circumstances is so remarkable' 
that •! cannot bring myself to omit it entirely frojn this 
Bjeries. 

It had been a close, rainy day in October. Our blinds 
were half-drawn, and J^olmee lay c,urled*updu the sofa, 
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reading and re-reading a letter wlucli he had received by 
the morning post. For . myself, my term of service in 
India had trained me to stand heat better than cold, and a 
thermometer of 90 was no hardship. But the paper was 
uninteresting. Parliament had risen. Everybody was out 
of town, and I yearned for the glades of the Nefr Forest or 
the shingle of §outhsea. ‘ A depleted bank account had 
caused me to postpone my holiday* and as to my com- 
panion, neither the couiftry nor the sea presented the 
slightest attraction to him. He loved to lie in the very 
centre of five millions of people, with his filaments 
stretching out and running through J-hem, responsive to 
every little rumour or suspicion of unsol ^red crime. 
Appreciation of Nature found no place among his many 
gifts, and his only change was when he turned his mind 
from the evil doer of the town to track down his brother of 
the country. 

Finding that Holmes was too absorbed for conversation, 

I had tossed aside the barren paper, and, leaning back in » 
my chair, I fell into a brown study. Suddenly my com- 
panion’s voice broke in upon my thoughts. 

‘^You are right, Watson,” said he. ‘‘It does seem a 
very preposterous way of settling a dispute.” 

“ Most preposterous ! ” I exclaimed, and then suddenljfc. 
realizing how he had echoed the inmost thought of my 
soul, I sat up in my chair and stared at him in IJlanl^ 
amazement. 

“ What is this. Holmes?” I qned. “ This is beyond any- 
thing which I could have imagined.” 

He laughed heartily at my perplexity. 

“ You remember,” said he, “ that some little time a^ 
when I read you a passage in one of Poe’s sketches, xn 
which a close r^asoner follows the unspoken thoughts of 
his companion, you were inclined to treat the matter as a 
mere tour-de^force of the author. On my remarking that 
I was constantly in the habit of doing the same thing your 
expressed incredulity.” 

“Oh, no!” • 

“ Perhaps not with your tongue, my dear Watson, but 
certainly with yowc eyebrows. • ^o when I saw you throw 
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down yonr paper and enter upon a train of tiodgHt, I was 
very happy to have thi opportunity of reading it off, and 
eventually of breaking into it, as a proof. that I had beexi 
in rapport with you.” 

But I was still far from satisfied. In the example 
which youE> read to rne,” said I, the reasoner drew his 
conclusions from the actions* of the man whom he 
observed. If I rernemlber, right, he stunabled over a heap 
of stones, looked up at the stass, and so on. But I have 
been seated quietly in my chair, and what clues can I 
have given you ? ” 

You do yourself an injustice. The features are given 
to man as^the mfeans by which he shall express his 
emotions, and yours are faithful servants.” 

Do you mean to say that you read my train of 
thoughts from my features ? ” 

** Your features, and especially your eyes. Perhaps you 
cannot yourself recall how your reverie commenced ? ” 

No, I cannot.” 

‘‘Then I will tell you. After thrc^ving down your 
paper, which was the action which drew my attention to 
you, you sat for half a minute with a vacant expression, 
Thjen your eyes*fixed themselves upon your newly-framed 
^^^icture of General Gordon, and I saw by tl>e alteration in 
your face that a train of thought had been started. But 
Jit di4 not lead very far. Your eyes turned across to the 
unframed portrait of Henry Ward Beecher wl»ch stands 
upon the top of^our books. You then glanced up at the 
wall, and of course your mining was obvious. You were 
thinking thut if the portrait were framed, it would 
jpst cover that bare space and correspond with Gordon^s 
picture over there.” 

“ You have followed me wonderfully ! ” I exclaimed. 

“So far I could hardly have gone astray. But now 
your thoughts' went back to Beeqher, and yqu looked hard 
across as if you were studying the character ip his feahires. 
Thep your eyes ceased to pucker, but you contdiiued'tp 
look across, and your face was thoughtful. You werei 
recalling the incidents of Beecher’s career. I was .well 
aware that you could n^t do this without^thinking .of the 
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mission wHict be undertook on behalf of the North at the 
time of the Civil War, for I rememler you expressing your 

f assionate ihdiguation at the way in which he was received 
y the more turbulent of our people. You felt so strongly 
about it, that I knew you could not think of Beecher 
without thinking of that also. When a moment later I 
saw your eyes wander awaj' from the picture, I suspected 
that your mind^had now turned to the Civil War, and 
when 1 observed that yourjips set, your eyes sparkled, and 
your hands clenched, I was positive that you were indeed 
thinking of the -gallantry which was shown by both sides 
in that desperate struggle. But then, again, your face 
grew sadder ; you shook your head. You w^v® dwelling 
upon the sadness and horror and useless waste of life. 
Your hand stole towards your own old wound and a smile 
quivered on your lips, which showed me that the ridiSu- 
lous side of this method of settling international questions 
had forced itself upon your mind. At this point I agreed 
with you that it was preposterous, and was glad to find that 
all my deductions had been correct,” 

Absolutely ! ” said I. ‘‘And now thut you have 
explained it, I confess that I am as amazed as before.” 

“ It was very superficial, my dear Watsqn, I assure you. 
I should not l\ave intruded it upon your attention had yox^ 
not shown some incredulfty the other day. But the 
evening has brought a breeze with it. W'hat do you say^ 
to a ramble through London ? ” 

I was weary of our little sitting-robm, and gladly 
acquiesced. For three hours ^e strolled about together, 
watching the everchanging kaleidoscope of Efe as it ebbs 
and flows through Fleet Street and the Strand. ’ Holme^'^ 
characteristic talk, with its keen observance of detail ^and 
subtle power of ijiference, held me amused and enthralled. 

‘ It was ten o’clock before we reached Baker Street again. 
A brougham was waiting ^at our door. . ^ 

“ Hum ! ^ A doctor’^ — genial practitioner, I perceive^”, 
said Holmes.' “Not been long in practice, but has hftd a 
good dual to do. Come lo consult us, I fancy ! Lucky 
we back ! ” 

I wus suflSboiently conversant witji Holmes’s methods to 
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be able to follow his reasoning, and to see that the nature 
and state of the varioua medical instruments in, the wicker 
basket which hung in tme latgp-light inside the brougham- 
had given him the data for his swift deduction. The 
light in our window above showed that this late visit was 
indeed intended for us. With some curiosity as to what 
could have sent a brotl^r medico to us at^such an hour, I 
followed Holmes into sanctum. 

A pale, taper-faced man witlv sandy whiskers rose up 
from a chair by tlie fire as we entered. His age may not 
have been more than three or four and thirty, but his 
haggard expression and unhealthy hue told of a life which 
had sapped •his strength and robbed him of his youth. 
His manner was nervous and shy, like that of a sensitive 
geij^tleman, and the thin white hand which he laid on the 
mantelpiece as he rose was that of an artist ratlier than of 
a surgeon. His dross was quiet and sombre, a black frock- 
coat, dark trousers, and a touch of colour about his neck- 
tie.* 

Good evening, doctor,” said Holmes, hheerily ; I am 
glad to see that you have only been waiting a very few 
minutes.” 

^^You spoke t© my coachman, then ?” 

No, it was the candle on thf side- table that told me. 
Pray resume your seat and let me know how I can serve* 

“ My name is Doctor Percy Trevelyan,” said oftr visitor, 

and I live at 4Cf3, Brook ^treet.” 

Are you hot the author of a monograph upon obscure 
nervous lesjion^ ? ” I asked. 

His pale cheeks flushed with pleasure at hearing that 
his work was known to me. 

I so seldom hear of the work that I^thoiight it was 
quite dead,” said he. ‘‘My publishers give me a most 
discouraging account of its sale. tYou are ycuirself, I pre- 
a medi(*al man ? ” 

“ A retired Army sufgeon.” 

“JVIy own hobby has always been nervous disease. I 
^should wish to make it an absolute specialty, but, of course, ’ 
a man must take what h| can ^et at first, • TMs, howe^- er. 
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is beside th^ question, Mr. Sherlock Holmes, and I quite 
appreciate^ how valuable your tim^ is. The fact is that a 
very singular train of event§ has occurred recently at my 
house in Brook Street, and to-night they came to such a 
head that I felt it was quite impossible for me to wait 
another hour before asking for your advice^ and assist- 
ance/’ ‘ . 

Sherlock Holmes sat down and his pipe. You are 
very welcome to l3oth,” tsaid he. ‘‘^Pray let me have a 
detailed account of wliat the circumstances are which liave 
disturbed you.” 

One or two of them are ‘=■0 trivial,’' said Dr. Trevelyan, 
^Hhat really I am almost ashamed to mention them. But 
the matter is so inevpbcablo, and the recent turn which it 
has taken is so elaborate, ^hat E shall lay it all before ),nu, 
and you shall judge wliat is essential and what is not. 

am com})elled, to begin with, to say something of 
my own college careei. I am a T^oncion llniversity man, 
you know, and 1 am sure you will not lliiuk that I am 
unduly singing my own ]>raises if I say that my student 
career was considered by my j>rotessors to be a very 
promising one. After I had graduated I continued to 
devote myself to research, occupjnng a minor position in 
King’s College Ilosjntal, and I was foH unate enough 
excite considerable interett by my research into the 
pathology of catalepsy, and finally to win the ''Bruce 
Pinkerton })rize and medal by the monograph on nervous 
lesions to which your friend has just alluded. I should 
not go too far if J were to say that there was a general 
impres^iion at that time that a distinguished career lay 
before me. 

“Bui the one great stumbling-block lay in my want 'of 
capital. As you will readily understand, a specialist who 
aims high is compelled to start in one of a dozen streets 
in the Cav^ndisli Square quarter, all of which entail 
enormous rents and furnishing expenses. Besides tjiis 
preliminary outlay, he miLst be pr^ared to keep himself 
for some years^ and to hire a presentable carriage and 
l)orse. To do this was quit 4 ‘ bejmnd my power, and I 
could only hor^e that by ecoi^orpv 1 might in ten years’ 
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time save enough to enable me to put ujf my plate. 
Suddenly, however, an /unexpected incident opened up 
quite a new prospect toine. 

‘^This was a visit from a gentleman of the name of 
Blessington, who was a complete stranger to me. He 
came up into my room one morning, and plunged into 
business in an instant. - 

‘ You are the sameij^ercy Trevelyan who has had so 
distinguished a career and won a^great prize lately? * said 
he. I bowed. 

‘ Answer me frankly,’ he continued, ‘ for you will find 
it to your interest to do so. You have all the cleverness 
which Tnakes<«. successful man. Have you the tact ? ’ 

could not help but smiling at the abruptness of the 
que;jtion. 

I trust that I have my share,’ I said. 

‘ Any bad habits ? Not drawn towards drink, eh ? ’ 

* Really, sir ! ’ I cried. 

^ Quite right ! That’s all right ! But I was bound 
o ask. . With all these qualities why hre you not in 
)ractice ? ’ 

I shrugged my shoulders. 

* Come, come^! ’ said he, in his bustling way. * It’s the 
At story. More in your brains^ than in yoin; pocket, eh ? 
What would you say if I were to shirt you in Brook Street?’ 

I Glared at him in astonishment. 

‘ Oh, it’s for my sake, not for yours,’ he cried. ‘ I’ll 
be perfectly frank* witli you^^and if it suits you it will suit 
me ve^y well.* I have a few thousands to invest, d’ye see,, 
and I ttynl^ I’fl sink them in you.’ 

But why ? ’ I gasped. 

'u i^Well, it’s just like any other speculation, and safer 
than most.’ 

‘ What am I to do, then ? ’ 

• ^ I’ll tell yoh. • I’ll take the hquse, furriisb ii, pay the 

maids, and run the whole place. All you have to do 
is to wear put your chsftr in thelconsulting-rooin. I’ll l^t . 
you^have pocket-money and everything. .Then you hand 
over to me three-quarters of what you earn, and you keep 
the other quarter for youjseJf.’. 
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^ This 'wAs the strange proposal, Mr. Holmes, with 
which the man Blessington approi^hed me. I won’t weary 
you with the account of how we b^gained and negotiated. 
It ended in my moving into the house next Lady Day, 
and starting in practice on very much the same conditions 
as he had suggested. He came himself to live? with me in 
the character of a resident patient. His heart was weak, it 
appears, and he* needed constant liijdical supervision. He 
turned the two best rooms on the first floor into a sitting- 
room and bedroom for himself. He was a man of singular 
habits, shunning company and very seldom going out. 
His life was irregular, but in one respect he was regularity 
itself. Every evening at the same hour her walked into 
the consulting-room, examined the books, put down five 
and threepence for every guinea that I had earned, and 
carried the rest off to the strong box in his own room. 

I may say with confidence that he never had occasion 
to regret his speculation. From the first it was a suceess. 
A few good cases and the reputation which I had won in 
the hospital brought me rapidly to the front, and during 
the last year or two I have made him a rich man. * 

^ So much, Mr. Holmes, for my past history and mj^ 
relations with Mr. Blessington, It only, remains for* me 
now to tell yqu what has occurred to bring me he, 7 e 
night. 

Some weeks ago Mr. Blessington came down to Ihe ir\, 
as it seemed to me, a state of considerable agitation. He 
spoke of some burglary which, he said, had been committed 
in the West-end, and he apffeared, I remember, to be 
quite unnecessarily excited about it , declaring that a day 
should not pass before we should add stronger bolts to our 
windows and doors. For a week he continued to be„iii a 
peculiar stal e of restlessness, peering continually out of 
the windows, and ceasing to tike the short walk which 
had usually ))een the pjelude to his dinner. From his 
manner it struck meihat h^ was in mortal dread of some- 
thing or somebody, but wjiien L qu^^stioned him upon the 
point ne became so offensive that 1 was compelled to diop 
t he. subject Gradually as time passed his fears appeared 
to die away« and he had r^new.e^ his former habits, when 
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a fresh event reduced him to the pitiable statfe ot prostra- 
tion in which he now Ijfes. 

What happened vms thi§. Two days»ago I received 
the letter which I now read to you. Neither address nor 
date is attached to it. 

“ ^ A RuSsian nobleman who is now resident in England/ 
it runs, ‘ would be gla(Uto avail himself of^the professional 
assistance of Dr. Perc;/ Trevelyan. He has been for. some 
years a victim to cataleptic atti^ks, on which, as is well 
known, Dr. Trevelyan is an authority. He proposes to 
call at about a quarter-past six to-morrow evening, if Dr. 
Trevelyan will make it convenient to be at home.’ 

This letter interested me deeply, because the chief 
difficulty in the study of catalepsy is the rareness of the 
disease. You may believe, then, that I was in my con- 
sulting-room when, at the appointed hour, the page showed 
in the patient. 

He was an elderly man, thin, demure, and common- 
place — by no means the conception one forms of a Russian 
^nobleman. I was much more struck li^^ the appearance 
^f his companion. This was a tall young man, surprisingly 
bandsome, with a dark, fierce face, and the limbs and 
chefst of a Hercules. He had his hand under the other’s 

fis they entered, and helned him to a» chair with a 
tenderness which one would hardly have expected from 
his appearance. 

“ ‘ You will excuse my coming in, Doctor,’ said he to 
me, speakii^ English wit^ a slight lisp. ^ This is my 
father, and his health is a matter of the most overwhelni- 
ing imjjorjtance to me.’ 

touched by this filial anxiety. ‘You would, 
perhaps, care to remain during the consultation ? ’ said I. 

“ ‘ Not for the ’^orld,’ he cried, with a gesture of horror. 
‘ It is more painful to me than I can express. If I were 
to see my father* in one of tho^e dreadful geizures, I am 
convinced that I . should never Survive it. My own 
nervous system is aif exceptianally sensitive one. With 
your permission I will remain in the waiting-room while* 
you go into my father’s case.’ 

To this, of course, J assented, and 4he vyoung man 
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withdrew. ^The patient and I then plunged into a discus- 
sion of his case, of which I tool^ exhaustive notes. He 
was not remarkable for intelligence, and his answers were 
frequently obscure, which ^ I attributed to his limited 
acquaintance with our language. Suddenly, however, as 
I sat writing he ceased to give any answer Sit all to my 
inquiries, and jn my turliing towards him I was shocked 
to see that he was sitting bolt xipr%ht in his chair, staring 
at me with a perfectly fblank and rigid face. He was 
again in the grip of his mysterious malady. 

^^My first feeling, as I have just said, was one of pity 
and horror. My second, I fear, was rather one of profes- 
sional satisfaction. I made notes bl' my patient’s pulse 
and temperature, tested the rigidity of his muscles, and 
examined his reflexes. There was nothing markedly 
abnormal in any of these conditions, which harmonized 
with my former experiences. I had obtained good results 
in such cases by the inhr^ttion of nitrate of amyl, and the 
present seemed an admirable opportunity of testing its 
virtues. The bdttle was downstairs in my laboratory, so, 
leaving my patient seated in his chair, I ran down to get 
it. There was some little delay in finding it — ^five 
minutes, let us say — and then I returned. Imagine my 
amazement to find the room empty and the patient goiifj' 

Of course, my first act was to run into the waiting- 
room. The son had gone also. The hall door haa beeisi 
closed, but not shut. My page who admits patients is a 
new boy, and by no means quick. He waits downstairs; 
and runs up to show patients out whei' I ring the con 
suiting-room bell. He had heard nothing, and tJ'^:^ affah 
remained a complete mystery. Mr. Blessington came in 
from his walk shortly afterwards, but I did not say any 
thing to him upon the subject, for to tell the truth, \ 
have got in the way of late of bolding as little communi 
cation with l^im as possible. 

Well, I never thought that I should see anything 
more of the Russian and fris son, sd you can imagine mj 
amazefnent when at the very same hour this evening the; 
both came marching intomy consulting-room, just as the; 
had done before^. 
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“ ^ 1 feel that I owe yon a great many apotogies for my 
abrupt departure yesterday, Doctor/ said my patient. 

‘ I confess that I ^as very much surprised' at it/ said 

‘ Well, the fact is/ he remarked, ‘ that when I re- 
cover from*these attacks my mind is always very clouded 
as to all that has gone , before. • I woke yp in a strange 
room, as it seemed to jAe, find made my way out into the 
street in a sort of dazed way wbj^n you were al^sent.^ 

^ And 1/ said the son, ‘ seeing my father pass the dooi 
of the waiting-room, naturally thought that the consulta- 
tion had come to an end. It was not until we had reached 
home that \ began lo realize the true state of affairs.’ 

“ ^ Well,’ said I, laughing, ‘ there is no harm done, ex- 
cept that you puzzled me terribly ; so if you, sir, would 
kiiidly step into the waiting-room, I shall be hapj)y tc 
continue our consultation, which was brought to so abrupt 
an ending.’ ^ 

For half an hour or so I discussed the old gentleman’s 
symptoms with him, and then, having jjrescribed for Kim, 
I saw him go off on the arm of his son. 

I have told you that Mr. Blessington generally chose 
thic hour of the day for his exercise. He came in shortly 
^fterjrards and passed upstairs. An instanj later I heard 
'nlim ninning down, and he bur^t into my consulting-roou] 
Jike d"tean who is mad with panic» 

^ ‘ Who has been in my room ? ’ he cried. 

^ No one/ saW I, 

^ It’s a lie ! ’ he yelled. * ^ Come up and look/ 

‘‘ i\^as8ed* over the grossness of his language, as his 
seemed’^alf out of his mind with fear. When I weni 
upsf;airs with him he pointed to several footprints upot 
the light carpet 

‘ D’you mean to say those are mine ^ ’ he cried. 

They were certainly very much larger than any whicl, 
.he could have made, and were evidently quite fresh. Il 
rainfd hard this afternoon^ as you know, and my patient 
were the only people who called! It must have beten thi 
case, then, that the man in the waiting-room had for som< 
unknown reason, while Ijvas busy with th^ otl^er, ascendec 
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to the roolii fot my resident patient. Nothing had been 
touched or taken, but there were &he footprints to prove 
that the intrusion was an undoubt^ fact. 

‘‘Mr. Blessington seemed haore excited over the matter 
than I should have thought possible, though, of course, 
it was enough to disturb anybody’s peace of inind. He 
actually sat crying in an afm-chair,. and I could hardly get 
him to speak coherently. It ^as^is suggestion that I 
should come round to yw, and of course I at once saw 
the propriety of it, for certainly the incident is a very 
singular one, though he appears to completely overrate 
its importance. If you would only come back with me in 
my brougham, you would at least be Sble to soothe him, 
though I can hardly hope that you will be able to explain 
this remarkable occurrence.” 

Sherlock Holmes had listened to this long narratiVe 
with an in tent ness which showed me that his interest was 
Keenly aroused. His face was as imp issive as ever, but 
his lids had drooped more heavily over his eyes, and his 
smoke had curled<^up more thickly from his pipe to em- 
phasize each curious episode in the doctor’s tale. As our 
visitor concluded Holmes sprang up without a word, 
handed me my hat, picked up his own from the table, 
and foil >wed Dr. Trevelyan to the door. Within a quarte^ 
of an hour we had been 'dropped at the door of the 
. physician’s residence in Brook Street, one of those sonibre. 
flat-faced houses which one associates with a West-end 
practice. A small page admitted us, aiid we began at 
once to ascend the broad, well-darpeted stair. '' 

‘But a singular interruption brought us to a stan,4fetill. 
The light at the top was suddenly whisked out, and fropa 
the darkness came a reedy, quavering voice. 

“ I have a pist^ol,” it cried ; “ I give you' tny word that 
I’ll fire if you come any nearer.” 

This really grows outrageous, Mr. Blessington,” cried 
Dr. Trevel 3 ’an. 

* . Oh, then it is you, Doctor^ ” said the voice, with a 
gteat heave of relief. “But those other gentlemen, ^re 
they what they pretend to be ?” 

We were conscious of alopg scrutiny out of the darkness^ 
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^ Yes, yes, it’s all right,” said the voice at*last. Yon 
can come up, and I^m sorry if my precautions ^have 
annoyed you.” 

He re-lit the stair gas as he spoke, and we saw before 
us a singular-looking man, whose appearance, as well as his 
voice, testffied to his jangled nerves. He was very fat, 
but had apparently at# some time been ^mch fatter, so 
that the skin hung al/Out Jbiis face in loose pouches, like 
the cheeks of a bloodhound. He was of a sickly colour, 
and his thin, sandy hair seemed to bristle up with the 
intensity of his emotion. In his hand he held a pistol, 
but he thrust it into his pocket as we advanced. 

Good evening, Tvir. Holmes,” said he ; ‘‘I am sure I 
am very much obliged to you for coming round. No one 
ever needed your advice more than 1 do. I suppose that 
Dr. Trevelyan has told you of this most unwarrantable 
intrusion into my rooms ? ” 

Quite so,” said Holmes. “ Who are these two men, 
Mr. Blessington, and why do they wish to molest you ? ” 
Well, well,” said the resident patidnt, in a nervous 
fashion, ‘‘of course it is hard to say that. You can 
hardly expect me to answer that, Mr. Holmes.” 

Do you mean that you don’t know ? ” 

1 ^' ■ Oome in here, if you pleas^. J ust have* the kindness 
to etej) in here.” 

k, He led the way into his bedroom, which was large and 
comfortably furnished. • 

“ You see that? ” said he, pointing to a big black box 
at the end o*f his bed. “ 1 have never been a very rich 
man, Holmes — never made but one investment in my 

life, as l3r. Trevelyan would tell you. But I don’t believe 
ill bankers. I would never trust a banker, Mr. Holmes. 
Between ourse^^es, what little 1 have is •in that box, so 
you can understand what it means to me when unknown 
people force themselves into iny ^ooins.” ^ 

* Jtlblmes looked at Blessing'ton in*his questioning way, 
and sliook .his head. 

“J cannot possibly advise you if ydu try.to deceive me,” ’ 
said he. 

“ But I have told you ||ve][ytlung.” 
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Holmes t^lirned on his heel with c gesture ol‘ disgust. 
** Good niglit. Dr. Trevelyan,” sai|J*he 

And no advice for me ? ” cried Blessington, in a break- 
ing voice. 

My advice to you, sir, is to speak the truth.” 

A minute later we were in the street and walking for 
home. We had crossed Oxford Street, and were half-way 
down. Harley Street before I could get a word from my 
companion. ( 

Sorry to bring you out. on such a fool’s errand, 
Watson,” he said, at last. ^It is an interesting case, too, 
at the bottom of it.” 

can make little of it,” I confessed. 

Well, it is quite evident that there are two men — 
more, perhaps, but at least two— who are determined for 
some reason to get at this fellow, Blessington. I have no 
doubt in iny mind that both on the tirst and on the 
second occasion that young man penetrated to Bl(\ssing- 
ton's room, while his confederate, by an ingenious device, 
kept the doctor from interfering.” 

And the catalepsy ! ” 

‘^A fraudulent, imitation, Watson, though I should 
hardly dare to hint as much to our specialist. It Is a 
very easy complaint to imitate. I have done it mvoelf.” 

And then 

By the purest chance Blessington was out on each 
occasion. The.r reason for choosing so.unusual an hour 
for a consultation was obviously to insure that there 
should be no other patient in the waiting-room. B just 
happened, however, that this hour coincide with JJlessing- 
ton’s constitulional, which seems to show tnal they w<^re 
not very well acquainted with his daily routine. Of 
course, if they had been merely after plunder they would 
at least have made some at1em])t to search for it. Besides, 
I can read 12 a man’s eye when it is his own skin that he 
is frightenpd for. It is inconceivable that this fellow 
could have made two s.uch vludidlive enemies as these 
appear to be without" knowing of it. I hold it, therefore, 
to be certain that he does know who these men are, and 
that for reasontij of his own . fre rpppresses it. It is just 
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possible that to-morrow may find him in a nmre commii-^ 
nicative mood.” 

‘‘Is there not one |altemative,” I suggestea, ^^gro- 
tesquely improbable, no doubt, but still just conceivable? 
Might the whole story of the cataleptic Russian and his 
son be a concoction of Dr. Trevelyan’s, who has, for his 
own purposes, been in Biessingtdn’s rooms^ ” 

I saw in the gaslight that Holmes wore an amused ^mile 
at this brilliant departure of mirjs. 

“My dear fellow,” said he, “it was one of the first 
solutions which occurred to me, but I was soon able to 
corroborate the doctor’s tale* This young man has left 
prints upon #the staflr carpet which made it quite super- 
fluous for me to ask to see those which he had made in 
the room. When I tell you that his shoes were square- 
toed, instead of oeing pointed like Blessington’s, and were 
quite an inch and a third longer than the doctor’s, you 
will acknowledge that there can be no doubt as to his 
individuality. But we may sleep on it now, for I shall be 
surprised if we do not hear something further from Brook 
Street in the morning.” 

Sherlock Holmes’s prophecy was soon fulfilled, and in 
a dramatic fashion. At half-past seven next morning, in 
Ihe fi^ist dim glimmer of daylight, I found hii^i standing 
by^y bedside in his dressing-gown. 

Tljfere’s a brougham waiting for us, Watson,” said ha 

“ What’s the matter, then ? ” 

.“The Brook Street business,” 

“ Any fresll news ? ” 

ic, blit ambiguous,” said he pulling up the blind. 
“ Look a&^*tl:yis — a sheet from a notebook with ‘ For God’s 
sake, ^ come ^ once — P.T.’ scrawled upon it in pencil. 
Our friend th^sdoctor was hard put to itiwhen he Wxote 
this. Come along, my dear fellow, for it’s an urgent 
call.” 

, In a quarter of an hour Or so we were back at the 
physician’s house. He*canie running out to meet us with 
a face of horror. 

“t)h, such a business ! ” he cried, with his hands to his 
temples. 
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<«What, tken?” 

‘‘ Blessi^gtoii has committed su^ide ! 

Holmes whistled, 

“ Yes, he hanged himself dTiring' the night ! ” 

We had entered, and the doctor had preceded us into 
what was evidently his waiting room, 

“I really hardly kno^ what ^ am doing,’* he cried. 

The police are already upstairs. It has shaken me most 
dreadfully.” 

When did you find it out ? ” 

‘^He has a cup of tea taken in to him early every 
morning. When the maid entered about seven, there the 
unfortunate fellow was hanging in the middle^of the room. 
He had tied his cord to the hook on which the heavy lamp 
used to hang, and he had jumped off from the toj) of the 
very box that he showed us yesterday.” 

Holmes stood for a moment in deep thought. 

‘‘ With your permission,” said he at last, “ I should like 
to go upstairs and look into the matter.” We both 
ascended, followed by the doctor. 

It was a dreadful sight which met us as we entered the 
bedroom door. I have spoken of the im})refesion of flabbi- 
ness which this man Blessington conveyecj. As he dangled 
from the hook it was exaggerated and intensified uijtil hf 
was scarce human in his aj>pearance. The neck was drr^h 
QUt like a plucked chicken’s, making the rest of hii^ seem 
the more obese and unnatural by the contrast. He wa^ 
clad enly in his long night-dress, and his swollen ankle« 
and ungainly feet protruded starkly from* beneath it 
Beside him stood a smart-looking jiolice dnspect^*, whc 
was taking notes in a pocket-book. 

Ahy Mr. Holmes,” said he, as my friend entered ] 
am delighted to see you.” 

‘‘Good morning, Tanner,” answered Holmes. “Yon 
won’t ‘think me an intruder, 1 am sure. Have you heard 
of the events which l^d*up to this afiair? ” 

* Yes, I heard something of^thejini.” 

“ HafVe you formed any opinion ? ” 

“ As far as I can see, the man has been driven out df his 
senses by The has been well slept in, you see 
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There’s his impression deep enough. It’s abdut five in the 
morning, you know, that suicides are most con>mon.^That 
would be about his tinie for hanging himself. It seems to 
have been a very deliberate aS^^vP 

I should say that he has been dead about three hours, 
judging by the rigidity of the puscles,” said I. 

Noticed anything peculiar about the room ? ” asked 
Holmes. 

‘‘Found a screwdriver and ft)me screws on the wash- 
hand stand. Seems to have smoked heavily during the 
night, too. Here are four cigar ends that I picked out of 
the fireplace.” . 

“ Hum ! • said Holmes. “ Have you got his cigar- 
holder ?”- 

No, I have seen none.” 

“ His cigar-case, then ? ” 

“ Yes, it was in his (;oat pocket.” 

Holmes opened it and smelled the single cigar which it 
contained. 

“ Oh, this is a Havana, and these others are cigars of 
the peculiar sort which are imported by the Dutch from 
their East Indian Colonies. They are usually wrapped in 
straw, you kno\^, and are thinner for their length than any 
\4hd!r brand.” He picked uj) Xhe four endaand examined 
tj[em,with his pocket lens. 

“ Two of these have been smoked from a holder and two 
without,” said l^e. “Two have been cut by ^ not very 
sharp knife, and two have had the ends bitten off by a set 
of e-^cellent |eeth. This is no suicide, Mr. Lanner. It is 
a verj'<^ply-planned and cold-blooded murder.” 

. “ Impos^ble ! ” cried the inspector. 

^Andwl^^” 

“Why should anyone murder a rnafl in so clumsy a, 
fashion a? by hanging him ?” 

“ That is what* we have to^find out.” 

“ How could they get in ?*” 

«J.‘*Through the front ddbr.” . , 

^ It was barred in the morning.’'* 

“ Then it was barred after them.’’ 

“ Hofv do you know >” 
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I saw tKeir traces. Eiccuse me a moment, and I may 
be able to give you some further information about it,” 

He went over to the door, ana turning the lock he 
examined it in his methodical fashion. Then he took out 
the key, which was on the inside, and inspected that also. 
Th'^ bed, the carpet, the the mantelpiece, the dead 

body, and the rope were each in^tum examined, until at 
last he professed himself satisfied, and with my aid and 
that of the inspector cut^down the wretched object, and 
laid it reverently under a sheet. 

How about this rope ? ” he asked. 

It is cut off this,” said Dr. Trevelyan, drawing a large 
coil from under the bed. ‘‘He was morbidry nervous of 
fire, and always kept this beside him, so that he might 
escape by the window in case the stairs were burning.” . 

“That must have saved them trouble,” said Holmes, 
thoughtfully. Yes, the actual facts are very plain, and 
I shall be siiqirised if by the altemoou I cannot give you 
the reasons for them as well. I will take this photograph 
of Blessmgton which I see upon the mantelpiece, as it 
may help me in my inquiries. 

“ But you have told uS nothing,” cried the doctor. 

“ Oh, there can be no doubt as to ilie sequence of 
events,” said Holmes. “ There were three ot them hi 
the young man, the old man, and a third lOfjvhLse 
identity I have no clue. The first two, I need hardly lA 
mark, are the same who masqueiaded ,a& the Russian 
Count and his son, so we can give a very full descri})tion 
of them. Th^y were admitted by a confederfite inside the 
house. If 1 might ofi:er you a word of advice, Jr peetor, 
it would be to aiT'^st the page, who, as I unev^rstand, hns 
only recently come into your service, Doctor ' 

“ The young imp cannot be found,” said Dr. Trevelyan ; 
“ the niaid and the cook have just been searchinff for 
fcim.” 

Holmes shrugged his shoulders. 

“ He has played a not unimpbrtattt part in this drama,” 
said he. “The three men hav’^^g ascended the stair, 
which they did on tiptoe, the elder man first, the younger 
man second, aild the unknown izft.n in the rear— 
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Oh, there could be no questioil as to the sup^imposing 
of the footmarks* I h^d the advantage of learning which 
was which last night. They ascended then to Mr, 
Blessington’s room, the door dt which they found to be 
locked. With the help of a wire, however, they forced 
round the key. Even without thfe lens, you will perceive, by 
the scratches on this ward,y5rh^e the pressure was applied. 

‘‘On entering the room, their^rst proceeding must have 
been to gag jVir. Blessington. He may have been asleep, 
or he 'nny have been so paralyzed with terror as to have 
been unj^hl® to cry out. These walls are thick, and it is 
conceivable 4:hat hisT shriek, if he had time to utter one, 
was unheard. 

“ Having secured him, it is evident to me that a con- 
sultation of some sort was held. Probably it was some- 
thing in the nature of a judicial proceeding. It must 
have lasted for some time, for it was then that these cigars 
were smoked. The older man sat in that wicker chair : 
it was he w’ho used the cigar-holder. The younger man sat 
Dver yonder ; he knocked his ash off against the chest of 
drawers. The third fellow paced up and down, Blessing- 
boip, 1 think, sat upright in the bed, but of that I cannot 
he absolutely certain. 

V Well, it ended by their taking Blessington and 
^ngifig him. The matter was so pre-arranged that it is 
nay belief that they brought with them some sq^*t of block 
ar pulley which* might serve as a gallows. That screw- 
driver and those screws were, as I conceive, for fixing it 
up. S^eeiii^ the hook, however, they naturally saved 
bhemservt^s Che trouble. Having finished their work they 
thaO^ off, ai(d the door was barred behind them by their 
Bon federate.’! ^ 

We had all listened with ihe deepest interest to this 
sketch of Vhe nigjit’s doings, which Holmes had deduced 
from sign^so subtle and jnmute, that even* when he had 
poinj^ed them out to»us,jp?e could scarcely* follow him ip 
kif reasonings. The inspector bhrried away on tlfednstaiit 
bo make inofuiries about the page,iW^ile Holwies and I re- 
bumed Baker Street far breakfafet 



tjro : OF 

I’ll be ba'^k by three,” said he when we had finished 
our meal. “ Both the inspector and the doctor will meet 
me here at that. hour, and I hope, by that time to have 
cleared up any little obscurity which the case may still 
present.” ^ 

Our visitors arrived at the appointed time, but it was a 
quarter to four before my friend nut in an appearance. 
From his expression as he entered, however, I could see 
that all had gone well with him. 

Any news, Inspector ? ” 

‘‘We have got the boy, sir.” 

“Excellent, and I have got the men.” 

“ You have got them ! ” we cried all three. 

“Well, at least I have got their identity. This so-called 
Blessington is, as I expected, well known at headquarters, 
and so are his assailants. Their names are Biddle, Hay- 
ward, and Moftat.” 

, “ The Wort hingdon bank gang,” cried the inspector. 

“ Precisely,” said Holmes. 

“ Then Blessington must have been Sutt^on ? ” 

“ Exactly,” said Holmes. 

“Why, that makes it as clear as crystal,” said the 
inspector. 

But Trevelyan and I looked at each other in bewi^er- 
ment 

“You must surely remember the great Worthingdoil'ba^dsV 
business,” jsaid Holmes ; “ five men were in it, these four 
and a fifth called Cartwright. Tobin, the caretaker, was 
murdered, and the thieves got away with sev€?n thousand 
pounds. This was in 1875. They were all five arrested, 
but the evidence against them was by no inean§^c0"r<5fusive. 
This Blessington or Sutton, who was the wArst of the 
gang, turned informer. On his evidence C'a.i*twright was 
nanged, and the other three got fifteen years apiece. 
When^they got out the other day, which was sfme years 
before' their full term they set themselves, you per- 
ceive, to hunt down the traitor and to avenge the death 
of their comrade upoi) him. Twice they Med* to get at 
him and failed ; a'third time, you see, it came oij*. Is th^sre 
anything further which I can explain, Dr Trevelyjm ? ” 
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** I think you have made it all remarkably clear,’’ said 
the doctor. ‘^No doubt the day on which he was so per- 
turbed was the day \^en he r^ of th^r release in the 
newspapers.” 

Quite so. His talk aboutfe burglary rias the merest 
blind.” . 

But why could he# not telryou this ?J' 

Well, my dear, sir, Igaov^ng the vindictive character 
of his old associates, he was trying to hide fiis own identity 
from everybody as long as he could. His secret was a 
shameful one, and he could not bring himself to divulge 
it. However, wretch as he was, he was still living under 
the shieli of British law, and I have no doubt, 
Inspector, that you will see that, though that shield 
may fail to guard, the sword of justice is still there to 
Avenge.” 

Such were the singular circumstances in connection 
with the resident patient and the Brook Street doctor. From 
that night nothing has been seen of^the three murderers 
by the police, and it is surmised at Scotland Yard* that 
they were among the passengers of the ill-fated steamer 
Norah Greinaj which was lost some years ago with all 
hiinds upon the Portuguese coast, some leagues to the 
.noath of Oporto. The proceedings against^the page broke 
Jiown for want of evidence, and the “ Brook Street Mys- 
Tery*” as it was called, has never, until now, been fully 
dedt with in any public print. 
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jURING my long and intimate acquaintance with 
Mr. Sherlock Holmes I had“ never heard him 
lefer to his relations, and hardly ever to his 
own early life. This reticence upon his part 
had increased the somewhat inhuman effect 
%7hicb he produced upon me, until sometimes I found my- 
self regarding him as an isolated phenomenon, a brain 
without a heart, as deficient in human sympathy as he 
was pre-eminent in intelligence. His aversion to women, 
and his disinclination to form new friendships, were 
|both typical of his unemotional character, but not more 
so than his complete suppression ol every reference 
to his own people. I had come to believe that he 
was an orphan with no relatives living, but one day, 
to my very great surprise, he began to talk to me abbut 


his brother ^ 

It was after tea on a summer evening, and the conver- 
sation, which* had roamed in a desultory,^ Spasmodic 
fiishion from golf clubs to the causes of the change in /Ae 
obliquity of the ecliptic, came round at last th^ qV's^^tion 
of atavism and hereditary aptitudes. The poitit undfir 
;i^iscussion was how^far any singular gift in aif individual 
due to his ancestry, and how fax to his ow*4 early 


'^In ^'our owh case,*’ saicl I,* from all tJ^at \^u have 
retold lyio it seems obvious that ydar fsicplty or’^tservation 
; mnrf your peculiar facility for deduction are dVe to your 
%wn systematic training.’^ 

^ To some'^extepV’ Se answered, thoughtfully. My 
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ancestors were country squires, who app^r to have lea 
much the same life as is natural to their/class. But, 
none the less, my tijrn that way is in my veins, and may 
have come with my grandniother, who was the sister ci 
Vemet, the French artist. Krt in the blood is liable to 
take the*strangest forms.” 

But how do you Hknow tlat it is heieditary ? ^ 

Because my brotheii Mycroft possesses it injefi&rger 
degree than I do.” 

This was news to me, indeed If there were anothei: 
man with such singular powers in England, how was it 
that neither policy nor public had heard of him ? I put the* 
question, Vith a hint that it was my companion’s modesty 
which made him acknowledge his brother as his superior* 
JEfolmes laughed at my suggestion. 

My dear Watson ” said he. I cannot agree with 
those who rank modesty among the virtues. To the 
logician all things should be sc^n exactly as they are, and 
to under-estimate oneself is as much a departure from 
truth as to exaggerate one’s own pdwers. When I say, 
therefore, that Mycroft has better powers of observation 
than I, you may take it that I am speaking the exact and 
literal truth.” 

Is he your junior ? ” 

*‘^Seven years my t^enior.” 

How comes it that he is unknown ? ” 

‘‘ Oh, he is very well known in his own cirde.” 

^ Whe:^e, tlien ? ” 

Well, in the Diogenes Club, for example.” 

had ^ver heard of the institution, and my face must 
l^ave j^r^laimed as much, for Sherlock Holmes pulIeU 
oiStt his wtph. 

The Diogenes Club is the queerest club in Londoi#, 
and M\croftioiie of the queerest men. He’s a]39a.^|iBj:here 
from alauartjpr*to five till twenty to eight'fnt’s^ix now^ 
so if youiic^ foi a stro>iJ:fns b«ftitiful evening I* shall W 
very happj^ intrdducef you. to two curiosities.” ^ 

* Five rmnutes later we wei^isin the. street, walkmg to 
wards JWgent Circus. 

‘‘Yijou wonder/’ saiA,my 
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Mycroft does libt use Ms powers for detective work. He 
is incapable of it.’^ 

But I thought you said !” 

I said that he was htty superior in observation and deduc- 
tion. If the art of the d etective began and ended in 
reasoning from an arm-cha r, my brother would be the 
greatest criminal agent tha\ ever lived. But he has no 
ambit^^n and no energy. He would not even go out of 
his way to verify his own solutions, and would rather be 
considered wrong than take the trouble to prove himself 
right. Again and again I have taken a problem to him, 
and have received an explanation which has afterwards 
proved to be the correct one. And yet he was absolutely 
incapable of working out the practical points which must 
be, gone into before a case could be laid before a judge or 
jury.” 

" It is not his profession, then ? ” 

By no means. What is to me a means of livelihood is 
to him the merest hobby of a dilettante. He has an ex- 
traordinary faculty for figures, and audits the books in 
some of the Government dejmrtments. Mycroft lodges in 
Pall Mall, and he walks round the comer into Whitehall 
every morning and back every evening. From year’s end 
to year’s end he takes no other exercise, and is seen no- 
where else, except only in the Diogenes Club, which is iusi 
opposite his rooms,” 

1 cannot recall the name.” 

Very likely not. There are many men in London, 
you know, who, some from shyness, some from misanthropy, 
have no wish for the company of their fellows. Yet they 
are not averse to comfortable chairs and the latest period- 
icals. It is for the convenience of these that th#^ Diogenes 
Club was started, and it now contains the most unsociable 
and inclubb^de men in town. No membei is permitted 
!(:p“'takejthe4ea'’t notice of any other one. Sayj in the 
^rangefrs’moom, no talking is, under any c>cu’ astances, 
|>ermitted, and three offences, if brought to th ^ notice »of 
the committee, render th^ calker liable to expuLion. My 
brother was cue of the founders, and I have mysci^ found 
it a 'wy sof thing atm osphere.” 
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We had reachl^d Pall Mall as we talked, and were Walk- 
ing down it from the St. James’s end. Sfierlock Holmes 
stopped at a door some little distance from the Carlton, 
and, cautioning me %iot to speak, he led the way into the 
hall. Through the glass pan<|lling I caught a glimpse oi 
a large a^d luxurious room in phich a considerable number 
of men were sitting about aim reading papers, each in his 
own little nook. Holmes shoped me intft a small chamber 
which looked out on to Pall Mall, and tten, leaving me 
for a minute, he came back wtth a companion who I knew 
could only be his brother. 

My croft Holmes was a much larger and stouter man 
than Sherlock. His body was absolutely corpulent, but 
his face, though massive, had preserved something of the 
sharpness of expression which was so remarkable in that 
of his brother. His eyes, which were of a peculiarly light 
watery grey, seemed to always retain that far-away, intro- 
spective look which I had only observed in Sherlock's when 
he was exerting his full powers. 

am glad to meet you, sir,” said he, putting out 
a broad, flat hand, like the flipper of a seal. I hear oi 
Sherlock everywhere since you became his chronicler. Bj 
way, Sherlock, I expected to see you round last weeh 
to consult me over that Manor House case. I thought you 
jnight be a little out of your depth.” 

^^No, I solved it,” said my friend, smiling. 

It was Adams, of course ? ” 

Yes, it wt¥i Adams.” 

I waf¥ sure of it from the first.” The two sat down to- 
gether in the bow-window of the club. To anyone .whc 
vishev^to/study mankind this is the spot,” said Mycroft. 
^Look a/:' the magnificent types ! Ix)ok at these two men 
who are coming towards us, for example.” 

“ The billWd-marker and the othe.*” ” 

“ Pn^cisel/. What do you onake of the other.?. 

. The mo men had stwp^d ^posite thewindow. Som£ 
chalk ml^kvr over the wkMcoat pocket were the only sighs 
of billiarcLrwhich f coufd see.^n one of them. ^ Jhebthei 
Vras a vejfy small, dark fellow, ^th hiS hat pushed bad 
and sc^Tai Trackages under his 
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old sol4ier, I perceive,” said Sherlock. 

And very recently discharged,” remarked the brother. 

^ Served in India, I see.” 

And a non-commissioned oflScer.” 

Eoyal Artillery, I fancy,^ said Sherlock. 

‘‘ And a widower.” 

But with a child.” 

" Qhildren, my dear boy, ci\ildren.” 

Oohie,” said*!, laughing, ‘‘this is a little too much ” 

“ Surely,” answered Holmes, “ it is not hard to say that 
a man with that bearing, expression of authority, and sun- 
baked skin is a soldier, is more than a private, and is not 
long from India.” ' 

“ That he has not left the service long is shown by his 
still wearing his ‘ ammunition boots,’ as they are called,” 
observed Mycroft. ' 

He has not the cavalry stride, yet he wore his hat on 
one side, as is shown by the lighter skin on that side of 
bis brow. His weight is against his being a sapper. He 
is in the artillery.” , 

“ Then, of coarse, his complete mourning shows that he 
has lost someone very dear. The fact that he is doing bis 
own shopping looks as though it were his wife. He hafc 
been buying things for children, you perceive. There ij\ a 
rattle, which shows that one of them is very young. Thej 
wife proba])]y died in child-bed. The fact that he has a 
picture-book under his arm shows that there Ls another 
child to be thought of.” 

I began to understand what my friend meant when he 
said that his l)rol her possessed even keener faculties than he 
did himself. He glanced across at me and sailed. 
iCfycroft took snuff from a tortoiseshell box and brusheji 
.away the wandering;^ grains from his coat with a large, red 
siik hagdkercliief. ( 

, “ By t^e Sherlock,” ^eaid he, “ I hav| had/some- 

filing quite aft e? your owq h^'art — ^ most singular problem 
— -submitted to *my judgment. ' re^jilly "hot the 
enefgy to f()llow it up, save m a very incomplefv' fashion, 
but it gave a basis for^^ome very pleasing specu.l^tions.' 
If yeu would care to he 3 ''the facts ” 
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The brother scribbled a note upon a leaf* of his pocket- 
book, and, ringing the bell, he handed it to the waiter. 

hare asked Mr. Melas to step * across,” said h6« 

He lodges on the floor above me, and I have some sli^t 
^acquaintance with him, whicll led him to come to me in 
hivi! perplexity, Mr. Melas i^a Greek by extraction, as I 
understand, and he is a remarkable lifiguist. He^eams 
his living partly as interpreter in the Isffw courtiCj^rtly 
by acting as guide to any Wealthy Orientals who may 
visit the Northumberland Avenue hotels. I think I 
will leave him to tell his own very remarkable experience 
in his owij fashion.” 

A few minutes later we were joined by a short, stout 
man, whose olive face and coal-black hair proclaimed liis 
southern origin, though his speech was that of an educated 
Englishman. He shook hands eagerly with Sherlock 
Holmes, and his dark eyes sparkled with pleasure when 
he understood that the specialist was anxious to hear hh 
story. 

‘"I do not believe ihat the police credit me — on mj 
word I do not,” said he, in a wailing voice. Just be* 
(5puse they have never heard of it before, they think thal 
such a thing "cannot be. But I know that I shall neve] 
be easy in my mind until I know what ha*k become of mj 
rpoof man with tlie sticking-jplaster upon his face,” 
am all attention,” said Sherlock Holmes. 

‘‘This is Wednesday evening,” said Mr. Melas; “ well 
then, it was on Monday night — only two days ago, yoi 
understand — that all this happened. I am an interpreter 
as, perjjiaps, my neighbour there bar told you. I interpre 
a}l langyages — or nearly all — but as I am a Greek b] 
biVth, and 'With a Grecian name, it is with that particula 
t-onguf^ t hat I am principally associated. For many yea? 
I have been, 'the chief Greek interpreter in London, au( 
iny naiiise is fery well kno^n to the hotels.- . 

“ It hbppe'ns, not unVi squently, that I- am sent for i 
stfange/ bfiiurs, by foreigners* ■qjho get into dii^cultie^,^<> 
by travellers who arrive late and wish ‘my services, I wa 
not s| ^prised, tberefore. on Mondav nurhl; when a .Ml 
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Lafimer, a verjr fashionably-dressed yourig man, came up 
to my roocqs and asked me to accompfjfny him in a cab, 
which was waiting at the door. A Grreek friend had come 
to see him upon business, he said, aid, as he could speak 
nothing but his own tongu% the services of an interpreter 
were indispensable. He ga(/e me to understand that his* 
house was some little distai^ce off, in Kensington, and he 
seeu^qd. be in a great- huftry, bustling me rapidly into 
the chb when wfe had descepded into the street. 

I say into the cab, but I soon became doubtful as to 
whether it was not a carriage in which I found myself. 
It was certainly more roomy than the ordinary four- 
wheeled disgrace to London, and the fitting"^, though 
frayed, were of rich quality. Mr. Latimer seated himself 
opposite to me, and we started off through Charing Cross 
and up the Shaftesbury Avenue. We had come out upoif 
Oxford Street, and I had ventured some remark as to this 
being a roundabout way to Kensington, when iny words 
were arrested by the extraordinary conduct of my com- 
panion. 

‘‘He began by drawing a most formidable-looking 
bludgeon loaded with lead from his pocket, and switched 
it backwards and forwards several times, as, if to test its 
weight and strength. Then he placjcd it, without a woi^d, 
upon the seat Beside him. Having done this, he drewi 
up the windows on each side, and I found to my astonish- 
ment that tjiey 'were covered with paj)er so as to prevent 
my seeing through them. 

“ ‘ I am sorry to cut off your view, Mr. Mel as,’ said he. 
‘The fact is that I have no intention that you^should’ see 
yhat the place is to which we are driving. Itnmight 
possibly be inconvenient to me if you could 6nd yoixr 
■way there again.’ 

'' “A#^ you can imagine, I was utterly taken rback by such 
aa address. My companion was a powerful, br.o^d-vshquldered 
young fellow, and, apart, frbm*th^ weapon, I should not 
have had the slightest chance in struggle witb'.him. 

‘^‘This Is \ery extraordi^ry conduct, Mr. j^ atimer,’ I 
stammered. ‘You* must be aware that whatx,you are 
<ioi:kior.is quite illegal/ 
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is somewhislfc of a liberty, no doubt/ ^aid he, ^but 
veTl make it up tft you. But I must warn you, however, 
\ir. Melas, that if^at any time to-night jyon attempt to 
aise an alarm or do^anything which is against my in- 
terests, you will find it a very i^enous thing, I beg you 
o rememb/jr that no one know|3 where you are, and that 
wV^hether you are in thij^ carriage or in my house, you are 
equally in my power.’ * . 

His words were quiet,* but he had a rasping Wajf of 
raying* them which was very menacing. I sat in silence, 
wondering what on earth could be his reason for kidnap- 
ping me in this extraordinary fashion. Whatever it 
might be, ij was perfectly clear that there was no possible 
use in my resisting, and that I could only wait to see what 
might befall. 

• For nearly two hours we drove without my having the 
least clue as to where we were going. Sometimes the 
rattle of the stones told of a paved causeway, and at others 
our smooth, silent course suggestod asphalt, but save this 
variation in sound tiiere was nothing at.all which could in 
the remotest way help me to form a guess as to where we 
were. The paper over each window was impenetrable to 
light, and a blqe curtain was drawn across the glass-work 
in front. It was a quarter past seven when we left Pall 
Mali, and my watch showed me that it was ten minutes to 
T?|ne %hen we at last came to a staftdstill. My companion 
let down the window and I caught a glimpse of a low, 
arched doorway* with a lamp burning above it. As I was 
hurried from the carriage it swung open, and I found my- 
self inside the house, with a vague impression of a lawn 
and tre(^^ on each side of me as 1 entered. Whether these 
were private, grounds, however, or bond fide country was 
more than f could possibly venture to s^y. 

There wa,^, a coloured gas-lamp inside, which was 
turned so low that I could see little save that the hall was 
of some size and’ hung w^th .pi(ftui;ps. In the dim light I 
Could make out that^the j)6rson who had opened the dm>i 
was* a small/ mean-looking, middle-aged man witj! jound^ 
sHoulder&r As he turned towards us the glint of the UgW 
showed 4ne that be wasjwearing glalSses. 
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Is this ]\jt. Melas, Harold ? * said h& 

«‘Yes.; 

‘‘‘Well done! Well done! No ill-will, Mr. Melas, I 
hope, but we could not get on without you. If you deal 
fidr with us you’ll not rpgret it; but if you try any 
tricks, God help you ! ’ 

“ He spoke in a jerky, nervous fashion, and with some 
gigahng laughs* in between, but somehow he impressed 
meWch fear iliore than the other. 

“ ‘ What do you want with me ? ’ I asked. 

‘“Only to ask a few questions of a Greek gentleman 
who is visiting us, and to let us have the answers. But 
say no more than you are told to say, or ’ — hej^e came the 
nervous giggle again — ‘ you had better never have been 
bom.’ 

“ As he spoke he opened a door and showed the way 
into a room which appeared to be very richly furnished — 
but again the only light was afforded by a single lamp 
half turned down, The chamber was certainly large, and 
the way in which my feet sank into the carpet as I 
stepped across it told me of its richness, I caught 
glimpses of velvet chairs, a high, white marble mantel- 
piece, and what seemed to be a suit of Japanese armour 
at one side of it. There was a chair just under the la^mp, 
and the elderly man motioned that I should sit in i^. 
The younger had left us, but he suddenly retVirne^ 
through another door, leading with him a gentleman clad 
in some sort of loose dressing-gown, who moved slowly 
towards us. As he came into the circle of dim 'light which 
enabled me to see him more clearly, I was thrilled with 
, horror at his appearance. He was deadly pale and^terribly 
emaciated, with the protruding, brilliant eyes of a man' 
whose spirit is greater than his strength. But what 
'shocked me more than any signs of physical weakness was 
that his face was grotesquely criss-crossed with sticking* 

• plaster, and that one la,;rgd pad of it was fastened over his 
iifcnth', 

“ ‘ Haye you the slate, Harold ? ’ cried the older man, 
as this strange being fell rather than sat into' a 

chair. ‘Are his^ands loose? l^ow then, give aim the 



tJtE GRt&K IJmrERPRETJm tSi 

pencil. You are to ask the questions^ Mr. Melas, and he 
will write the ansfyers. Ask him first of all whether he is 
prepared to sign tSne papers.’ 

^ The man’s eyes fashed fire. 

** ‘ Never,’ he wrote in Greek upon the slate. 

‘“On :;o conditions?’ I asked at the bidding of our 
tyrant. 

“ ‘ Only if I see her married in my presence by a Greek 
priest whom I know.’ * * 

“The man giggled in his venomous way* 

“ ‘ You know what awaits you, then ? ’ 

“ ‘ I care nothing for myself.’ 

“These#re samples of the questions and answers which 
made up our strange, half-spoken, half-written conversa- 
tion. Again and again I had to ask him whether he 
would give in and sign the document. Again and again 
I had the same indignant reply. But soon a happy 
thought came to me. I took to adding on little sentences 
of my own to each question — innocent ones at first, to 
test whether either of our companions Jcnew anything of 
the matter, and then, as I found that they showed no 
sign, I played a more dangerous game. Our conversation 
rap something like this : — 

•* ‘ You can do no good by this obstinacy. Who are 

“Pcare not. 7 am a stranger m London* 

“ ‘ Your fate will be on your own head. Uo'^ long have 
yon been here ? I 

“ ‘ Let itp be so. Three weeks* 

‘“The property can never be yours. What ails yon2* 
“ ‘ It ihall not go to villains. They are starving me* 

“ ‘ You shall go free if you sign. Whai house is this f ’ 
I will never sign. I do not know\ 

“You are not doing her any service. What is your 
name ? 

“ ‘ Let me hear her say so* Krqfiides* 

• “ ‘ You shall see her if you sign. Wh^e ark ys^ 
fromf • 

•“ ‘ Then I shall never see her. Aihem! 

“ Another five minutes, Mr. Holmes, and I . should have 
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wormed out tine whole story under their very noses. My 
very next question might have cleared matter up, but 
at thal instant the jdoor opened and a woman stepped into 
the room. I could not see her clearly enough to know 
more than that she was tall and graceful, with black hair, 
and clad in some sort of loose white gown. 

‘ Harold ! ’ said she, speaking English with a broken 
acceht, ‘I could not stay away longer. It is so lonely up 
there with only — oh, my Qod, it is Paul ! ’ 

These last words were in Greek, and at the same 
instant the man, with a convulsive effort, tore the plaster 
from his lips, and screaming out ^ Sophy ! Sophy ! ’ rushed 
into the woman’s arms. Their embrace was 'but for an 
instant, however, for the younger man seized the woman 
and pushed her out of the room, while the elder easily 
overpowered his emaciated victim, and dragged him awffy 
through the other door. For a moment I was left alone 
in the room, and I sprang to my feet with some vague 
idea that I might in some way get a clue to what this 
house was in which I found myself. Fortunately, how- 
ever, I took no steps, for, looking up, I saw that the older 
man was standing in the doorway, with his eyes fixed upon 
me. 

^ That wdll do, Mr. Melas,’ said he. ‘ You perceive 
that we have taken you into our confidence over son^e 
very private business. We should not have troubled yo. j 
only that pur friend who speaks Greek and who began 
these negotiations has been forced to retutri to the East. 
It was quite necessary for us to find someone to take his 
place, and we were fortunate in hearing of yoar powers.’ 

, I bowed. 

‘ There are five sovereigns here,’ said he, walking up* 
to me, ‘which will, I hope, be a sufficient fee. But 
remember,’ he added, tapping me lightly ofi the chest and 
giggling, ^ if vou speak to a human soul about this — one 
human soul n;ind — welj, ifiay God have mercy upon your 

.sbal!’*' ’ " , , 

. ‘ ‘‘I canpot tell you the loathing and horror with \<^hich this 
insignificant-looking man inspired me. I could see him b6t- 
ter now as the lam^p-light shone upon hint. His features were 
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peeky and sallowj'^and his little, pointed beaid was thready 
n,nd ill-nourished.j He pushed his face forward ss he spoke, 
and his lips and eyelids were continually .twitching)’ like a 
man with St. Vitus’s* dance. I could not help thinking 
that his strange, catchy little laugh was also a symptom of 
some ner\ous malady. The terror of his face lay in his 
eyes, however, steel grey, and glistening coldly, with a 
malignant, inexorable criyslty in their depths. 

We shall know if you spe§.k of this,’ said h^ ‘We 
have our own means of information. Now, you will find the 
carriage waiting, and my friend will see you on your way.’ 

“ 1 was hurried through the hall, and into the vehicle, 
again obtaining that momentary glimpse of trees and a 
garden. Mr. Latimer followed closely at my heels, and 
took his place opposite to me without a word. In silence 
^e again drove for an interminable distance, with the win- 
dows raised, until at last, just after midnight, the carriage 
pulled up. 

“ ‘ You will get down here, Mr. Melas,’ said my com- 
panion. ‘ I am sorry to leave you so fewr from your house, 
but there is no alternative. Any attempt upon your part to 
follow the carriage can only end in injury to yourself.’ 

He opened the door as he spoke, and I had hardly time 
to rpring out when the coachman lashed th^ horse, and the 
carriage rattled away. I looked round me in astonish- 
ment. 1 was on some sort of a heathy common, mottled 
over with dark clumps of furze bushes. Far awjiy stretched 
a line of house*s, with a light here and there in the upper 
windows. *On the other side I savr the red signal lamps of 
a railway. * 

“Th<ir carriage which had brought me was already oui 
of flight. 1 •stood gazing round and wondering where on 
earth I might be, when I saw someone coming towards 
me in the darkness. As he came up to me I made out 
that it was a railway porter. ^ 

“ ‘ Can you tell me what place this is ? ’ I ’asked. 

“ ‘ Wandsworth Common,” said he.. 

* “ ‘ Can I get a train into to'wn 

'“‘If you walk on a mile or so, to Clapham Junction^"* 
sai^ he, ‘ you’ll just be ip time for. the last tp Victoria/ 



184 MJiMOmS OP 

^ So that wus the end of my advent ire, Mr. Holmes. 

I do not know where I was nor whom spoke with, nor 
anything, save what I have told you. But I know that 
there is foul play going on, and I want to help that un- 
happy man if I can. I told the whole story to Mr. 
Mycroft Holmes next morning, and, subsequently, to the 
police.’* 

We all sat in silence for some little time after listening 
to this extraordinary nanative. Then Sherlock looked 
across at his brother. 

Any steps ? ” he asked. 

Mycroft picked up the Daily Nefivs^ whicti was lying on 
a side table. 

“ ‘ Anybody supplying any information as to the where- 
abouts of a Greek gentleman named Paul Kratides, from 
Athens, who is unable to speak English, will be rewarded. 
A similar reward paid to anyone giving information about 
a Greek lady whose first name is Sophy. X 2473/ That 
was in all the dailies. No answer.” 

How about the Greek Legation ? ” 

I have inquired. They Imow nothing.” 

A wire to the head of the Athens police, then.” 

Sherlock has all the energy of the family,” saSd 
Mycroft, turning to me. Well, you take up the case by 
all means, ancl let me know if you do any good.” 

Certainly,” answered my friend, rising from his chaii. 
^ ni let you know, and Mr. Melas also. In the meantime, 
Mr. Melas, I should certainly be on my guard if I were 
you, for, of course, they must know through these adver- 
tisements that you have betrayed them.” 

* As we walk^ home together Holmes stopped at a 
telegraph office and sent off several wires. 

You see, Watson,” he remarked, our evening has 
been by no means wasted. Some of my most interesting 
oases have (jome to me in this way through Mycroft. The 
problenji which we have just listened to, although it can. 
‘fcamit of but one explanation, has still some distinguishing 
featuree.” 

You have hopes of solving it? ” 

Well, knowing as much as w^ do, it will be singu’ar 
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indeed if we fail discover the rest. You must yourself 
have formed souf"? theory which will explain the facts to 
which we have listened.” '' 

In a vague way, 5^es,” 

What w as your idea then ? ” 

seemed to me to be ob\dous that this Greek girl 
had been carried off ©by the young Eri^lishman named 
Harold Latimer.” 

“ Carried off* from where ? ” 

“ Athens, perhaps.” 

Sherlock Holmes shook his head. This young man 
could not talk a word of Greek. The lady could talk 
English Mrly well. Inference that she had been in 
England some little time, but he had not been in 
Greece.” 

* Well, then, we will presume that she had come on a 
visit to England, and that this Harold had persuaded her 
to fly with him.” 

That is the more probable.” 

Then the brother — for that, I fancy, must be the 
relationship — comes over from Greece to interfere. He 
imprudently puts himself into the power of the young 
nictn and his older associate. They seize him and use 
violence towards him in order to make him sign some 
pape:^s to make over ihe girl's forlfine — of which he may 
TO trustee — io them. This he refuses to do. In order to 
negotiate with him, tliey have to get an inteijireior, and 
they }»itcli upon Hiis Mr. J\Ielas, having used some othej" 
one before.* The girl is not told of the amval of her 
brother, and’ finds it out by the merest accident.” 

“Exc^lent, Watson,” cried Holmes. ^‘1 really fancj? 
that you ai;<» not far from the truth. You see that we 
hold all the cards, aud we have onl}’' to fear some sudden 
act of violence on their part. If they give us time we 
must have them:” ^ ^ 

, But how can we find whore thi!^ house lies ? ” ^ 

‘‘.Well, if our con^cture is correct, and the girl’s mme* 
ts„6r was, Sophy Knitides, we should have no diflSfculty in 
tracing her. That; must be our main hope, for the brother, 

>f fjpurse, is a complete^stranger. • .It is clear that somey 
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time has elapsed since this Harold estfi^biished these rela- 
tions with the girl — some weeks at a ly rate — since the 
brother in Greece has had time to hear of it, and come 
across. If they have been living in the same place 
during this time, it is probable that we shall have some 
answer to Mycroft’s advertisement.” 

We had reached our house in 'Baker Street whilst we 
had' been tallying, Holmes ascended Ihe stairs first, and 
as he opened the door of our room he gave a start of 
surprise. Looking over his shoulder 1 was equally 
astonished. His brother Mycroft was sitting smoking in 
the arm-chair. 

‘‘ Come in, Sherlock ! Com^ in, sir,” said he, blandly, 
smiling at our surprised faces. You don’t expect such 
energy from me, do you, Sherlock ? But somehow this 
case attracts me.” * 

How did you get here ?” 

I passed you in a hansona^^ 

There has been some new development ? ” 

I had an answer to my advertisement.” 

«Ah!” 

Yes ; it came within a few minutes of your leaving.*^ 
And to what effect ? ” 

Mycroft Hojines took out a sheet of paper. 

‘^Here it is,” said he, ‘^WTitten with a J pen on royal 
cream pajjer by a middle-aged man wich a weak constitu- 
tion. ^ Sir/ he says, ‘ in answer to your advertisement of 
to-day’s date, I beg to inform you that I know the young 
lady in question very well. If you should care to call 
upon me, I could give you some particulaVs as to her 
painful history. She is living at present at The Myrtles, 
Beckenham. — Yours faithfully, J, Davenpor'*?.’ 

He writes from Lower Brixtoii,” said Mycroft Holmes. 

' Do you not think that we might drive to him now, 
Sherlock, and learn these particulars ? ” . 

My dear Mycroft, the br'other’s life is more valuable 
•tnan/he sister^s story. I tliink we slmuld call at Scotland 
Yard for Inspector Gregson, and go straight out \to 
Beckenham. We know that a man is- being done to* 
death, and eyerj' hour may be vital/’ 
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Better pick uA Mr. Melas upon our way.’^I suggested ; 
we ir,; V an Interpreter ” • ^ 

Excellent !” said Sherlock Holmes. .“Send the boy 
for a four-wheeler, aftd we shall be off at once.” He 
ojiened the table- dra’wer as he spoke, and I noticed that 
he slipped 'his revolver into his pocket. “Yes,” said he, 
in answer to my glance^ “ I should say froiti what we have 
heard that we are dealing, with a particuljyly dangerous 

It was almost dark before we found ourselves in PaU 
Mall, at the rooms of Mr. Melas. A gentleman had just 
called for him, and he was gone. 

“Gan yoi^tell me? where?” asked Mycroft Holmes. 

“ I don’t know, sir,” answered the woman who had 
opened the door. “ 1 only know that he drove away with 
the gentleman in a carriage.” 

“ Hid the gentleman give a name ? ” 

“T\o, sir ” 

“ He wasn’t a tall, handsome, dark young man ? ” 

“ Oh, no, sir ; he was a little gentlerrKm, witli glasses, 
thin in the fa(*e, but very pleas mt in his ways, for he was 
laughing all the time tliat he was talking.” 

“ijomo along ! ” cried Sherlock Holmes, abruptly 
“ Tin’s grows serious ! ” be observed, as we (ii'ove to iScot- 
land Yard. “ These men have got^hold of Melas again. 
He is *a mail of no physical courage, as they are well 
aware from their experience the other night. This villain 
was able to terroi*ize liim the instant that he got into his 
. presence. No doubt they want his professional services ; 
but, having used him, they may be inclined to punish 
him for w,kat they will regard as his treachery.” 

" Our hope that by taking train we might get to 
Beckenham as soon as, or sooner than, t he carriage. On 
reaching Scotland Yard, however, it w^as more than an 
; hour before we ccHild get Inspector Gregson and comply 
with the legal formalities wbidi would enable us to cnt^ 
the house. . It was a, quarter to ten before we reaf heq 
London Bridge, and hall-past before the four* of us alighted 
on *the Beckenham platform. A drive of half a mile 
” brought us to The Myrtle| — a large, dark house, standing 
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back from tke road in its own grounfis. Here we dis- 
missed oiiT cab, and made our way up Ihe drive together. 

windows are all dark,” remained the inspector. 
‘^The house seems deserted.” 

Our birds are flown and the nest empty,” said Holmes. 

Why do you say so ? ” 

carriage!. heavily loaded wifh luggage has passed 
out 'during the last hour.” 

The'inspector laughed.,, I saw the wheel tracks in the 
light of the gate-lamp, but where does the luggage come 
in ? ” 

You may have observed the same wheel-tracks going 
the other w-ay. But the outward-boUnd ouf^ were veiy 
much deeper — so much so that we can say for a certainty 
that there was a very considerable vreight on the car- 
riage.” 

You get a trifle beyond me there,” said the inspector, 
shrugging his shoulders. ‘‘It will not be an easy door to 
force. But we will try if we cannot make someone hear 
us.” ‘«' 

He hammered loudly at the knocker and pulled at the 
bell, but without any success. Holmes had slipped away, 
but he came back in a few minutes. 

“ I have a jvindow open,” said he. 

“ It is a mercy that you are on the side of the force, and 
not against it, Mr. Holmes,” remarked the inspector, as he 
noted tbe^clever way in which in}’^ friend had foi'ced back 
the catch. “ Well, I think that, under t he circumstances, 
we may enter without waiting for an invitatidn.” 

One after the other we made our way into*a large apart - 
ment, whicli was evidently that, in wiiich Mr. IJ.elas had 
found himself. The inspector had lit his lantern, and by 
its light we could see tbe two doors, tlie curtain, the lamp 
and the suit of Japanese mail as he had described ihem. 
On the table stood two glasses, an empty brandy bottle, 
and the remains of a sneal/^-* 

What is (hat ? ” asked Holmes, .suddenly.,, 

We'all stood still and li'stened. A low, moaning sound 
was coming from somewhere above our beads. Holmes 
rushed to the door^^nd out ii|to the'^ hall. The dismal 
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aoise came from ipstairs. He dashed up, the inspector 
and I at his heels, iwhile his brother, My croft, followed as 
quickly as his j[;reat bylk would permit. 

Three doors faced us upon the second fiooi, and it was 
from the central of these that the sinister sounds were 
issuing, sinking sometimes into a dull mumble and rising 
again into a shrill whirie. It was locked, !mt the key. was 
on the outside. Holmes flung open the do^r and .«-ushed 
in, but he was out again in an iflstant with his hand to his 
throat. 

It’s charcoal ! ” he cried. ‘‘ Give it time. It will 
clear.” 

Peering ii5, we could see that the only light in the room 
came from a clulh blue flame, which flickered hoTii a small 
brjiss tripod iu the centre. It threw a hvid, unnatural 
circle upon the floor, while in the shadows beyond, we 
saw the vague loom of two figures, which crouched against 
the wall. From the open door there reeked a horrible, 
poisonous exhalation, which set ns gaspmg and coughing^ 
Holmes rushed to the top of the stairs to draw in the 
fresh air, and then, dashing into the room, he threw up 
the window and hurled the bnizen tripod oat into the 
gartleii. 

We can enter in a minute,” he gasped, darting out 
again.# ‘iWhere is a candle ? I d»ubt if we could strike 
a matcdi in that atmosphere. Hold the light at the door 
and we shall get.them out, JMycroft. Now ! ” 

Witii a rtiish we got to the poisoned men and dragged 
tliem out on^to the landing. Both of them were blue- 
lipped and insensible, with swollen, congested faces and 
protrudiifg eyes. Indeed, so distorted were their features 
that,* save for*his black beard and stout figure, we might 
have failed to recognise in one of them the Greek inter- 
preter who had parted from us only a few hours before at 
the Diogenes cftib. His hancke and feet were securely 
’sUaX)ped togetlier and he boieSver*one eye the mark oti 
violent blow. The other, •who. was secured in a ^similai 
fashion, was a tall man in the last stagfe of emaciation, 
with several strix)Sf of sticking-plaster arranged in a gro- 
tesq’^e pattern over his f^e. lie had* ceased to moan qs w€ 
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laid him down, and a glance showea nie that for him, at 
least, bur aid had come too late. Mr. Melas, however, still 
lived, and in I /ss than an hour, with the aid of ammonia 
and brandy, I had the satisfaction of seeing him open his 
eyes, and of knowing that my hand had drawn him back 
from the dark valley in which all paths meet. 

It» was a simple story which he had to tell, and one 
which \iid but ’confirm our own deductions. His visitor on 
entering his rooms had arawn a life preserver from his 
sleeve, and had so impressed him with the fear of instant 
and inevitable death, that he had kidnapj>ed him for the 
second time. Indeed, it was almost mesmer^^c the effect 
which this giggling ruffian had produced upon the unfor- 
tunate linguist, for he could not speak of him save with 
trembling Lands and a blanched cheek. He had been 
taken swiftly to Beckenham, and had acted as inierj^reter 
in a second interview, even more dramat ic than the first, 
in which the two Englishmen had menaced their 
prisoner with instant death if he did not comply with 
their demands. Finally, finding him proof against every 
threat, they had hurled him back into bis prison, and 
after reproaching Melas with his treachery, which 
appeared from the newsj)aper advertisements, they had 
stunned him with a blow from a stick, and he remembered 
nothing more until he found us bending over Idm. 

And this was the singular case of the Grecian Inter- 
preter, the explanation of which is still cinvolved in some 
mystery. We were able to find out, by communicating 
with the gentleman who had answered the advertisement, 
that the unfortunate young lady came of a wealthy (Gre- 
cian family, and that she had been on a^ visit’ to some 
firiends in England. While there she had met a yhung 
man named Harold Latimer, who had acquired an ascen- 
dency over her, and had eventually persuaded her to fly 
with him Her friends, .shocked at the event, had con- 
tented themselves with informing her brotlier at Athens, 
md hacji then, washed their hands "of the matter. The 
brother, on his- arrival in England, had imprudently 
placed himself in the power of Latimer and of his asso- 
ciate;, .whose name was; Wilson Ke~mp — a man of the fo ilest 
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antecedents. Thefee two, finding, that throijgh his ignor- 
ance of the language he was helpless in their hands, had 
kept him a prisoner, and had endeavoured, by cruelty and 
starvation, to diake hftn sign away his own and his sister’s 
property. They had kept him in the house without the 
girl’s knowledge, and the plaster over the face had been 
for the purpose of making recognition diflScult in case she 
should ever catch a glimpse of him. Her feminine per- 
ceptions, however, had instantly' seen through tiie dis- 
guise when, on the occasion of the interpreter s first visit, 
she had seen him for the first time. The poor girl, how- 
ever, was herzelf prisoner, for there was no one about 
the house e-^cept h^ man who acted as coachman, and his 
wife, both of whom were tools of the conspirators. Finding 
that their secret was out and that their prisoner was not 
to»be coerced, the two villains, with the girl, had fled away 
at a few hours notice from the furnished house which they 
had hired, havii.g first, as they thouglit, taken vengeance 
both upon the man who had defied and the one who had 
betrayed them. • 

Months afterwards a curious newspaper cutting reached 
ns from Buda-Pesth* It told how two Englislunen who 
ha(I*been traveling with a woman had met with a tragic 
end, ^ They liad each been stabbed, it seems, and the 
Hungarian police were of opinion that they had ijuarrelled 
and hM inflictea mortal injuries ujKm each other. 
Holmes, however, is I fancy, of a different waji> of think- 
ing, and he holds ro this day that if one could find the 
Grecian gir? one rnigiit learn how the wrongs of herself 
and her brother came to be avenged. 
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HE July which iinmediatcly succeeded my mar- 
riage was made memorable by three cases of 
interest in which 1 had tiie privilege of being 
associVted with Sherlock ffolmes, and of 
studying his methods. 1 find them record ed 
in my notes under the lieadings of^^The Advenliire of the 
Second Stain,” ‘‘The Adventure of tlic Naval Tre^aty,” 
and “The Adventure of the Tired (bpiain.” The first of 
these, however, deals with interests of such iinpoidance. 
and im])licates sr many of the first firnilies in the king- 
dom, that for many years it will be impossible to make it 
public. No case, however, in which Holmes was ever en- 
gaged has illustrated tlie value of his analytical methods 
so clearly or has im})ressed those who were associatecl with 
him so deeply I still retain an almost verbatim report, 
of the interview in vrhich he demonstrated the triJe facts 
of the case to Monsieur Dubuque, of t lie Paris Yxdice, and 
Fritz von Waldbaum, the well-known specialist of Dantzig., 
both of whom had wasted their energies upon what proved 
to be side issues. Tlie new century will ha>re come, how- 
ever, before the story can be safely told. Meanwhile, I 
pass on to the second upon my list, which promised^ also, 
at one time, to be of national importance, and was marked 
by several incidents which give it a quite unique char- 
acter. 

During my school days T had been intimately associated, 
vvlth a lad named Percy Phelps, who was of much the 
same age as myself, though he was two classes ahe*ad of 
me. He was a very brilliant boy, and carried away e^ery 
prize winch the school had to offer, finishing hi§ exploits 
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by winning a schokrship, which sent him on to continue 
his triumphant carler at (Cambridge. He was, I remember, 
extremely welLgCoimec|ed, and even when We were all little 
boys together, we knew that his mother’s brother was 
Lord Holdhurst, the great Conservative politican. This 
gaudy relatjoiiship did him little good at school ; on the 
contrary, it seem rather a piquant thing^to us to chevy 
him about the playground find hit him over the shins with 
a wicket. But it was another ^hing when he came out 
into the worhl. I heard vaguely that his abilities and the 
influence which lie commanded had won him a good posi- 
tion at the Foreign^Office, and then he passed completely 
out of my nSiid until the following letter recalled his exis-» 
tence : — 

Briar brae, Woking. 

My Dkak Watson, — I have no doubt that you 
can rememb(‘r ^ Tadpole ’ Phelps, who was in the fifth 
form when you were in the third. It is possible even that 
you may have hetird that, through my uncle's influence, I 
obtained a good *api)ointment at the Foreign Office, and 
that I was in a situation of trust and honour until a 
horrible misfortune came suddenly to blast my career. 

‘**^rhere ijs no* use writing the details of that dreadful 
everj(. In the event of your acceding to iTiy request, it 
is prol^ble that I shall nave to naurate them to you. I 
have only just recovered from nine weeks of brain fever, 
and am still exceedingly weak. Do you lliiidv that you 
could bring your iViend, Mr. Holmes, down i o see me ? I 
should like to have his opinion of the case, though the 
authorities at^sure me that nothing more can be done. Do 
try to brifcg him down, and as soon as possible. Every 
minute seeii\s?an hour while I live in this horrible sus- 
pense. Assure him that, if I have not asked his advice 
sooner, it was not because I did not appreciate his talents, 
not because I havV been off my heiid ever sincc^the blow fell, 
Now I am clear ag dn, though**! d^e not think of it tgc 
much for fear of a relajJse. f am still so weak^hat I have’ t< 
wrij^<5, as you see, by dictating. Do* try and bring* him. 

^‘Your old schoolfellow, 

Phelps.” 
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There was somethkig that touched me as I read this 
letter, something pitiable in the rei erated appeals to 
bring Holmes* ' So moved was I that, even if it had been 
a diffi cult matter, I should have tried it ; but, of course, I 
knew well that Holmes loved his art so, that he was ever 
as ready to bring his aid as his client could be to receive 
it. My wife agreed with me that not a moment should 
be lost in laying the matter before him, and so, within 
an hour of breakfast-time, I found myself back once more 
in the old rooms in Baker Street. 

Holmes was seated at his side table clad in his dressing- 
gown and working hard over a chemical investigation. A 
large curved retort was boiling furiously in the bluish 
flame of a Bunsen burner, and the distilled drops were 
condensing into a two-litre measure. My friend harc^ly 
glanced up as I entered, and I, seeing that his investiga- 
tion must be of importance, seated myself in an arm-chair 
and waited. He dipped into this bottle or that, drawing 
out a few drops of each with his glass pipette, aud finally 
brought a test-tube containing a solutiorf over to the table. 
In his right hand he had a slip of litmus- paper, 

^‘You come at a crisis, Watson,” said he. If this 
paper remains blue, all is well. If it turnls red, it meahsa 
man’s life.” Me dipped it intx) the test tube and it flushed 
at once into a dull, diHy crimson. ‘‘ Hum ! I thought as 
much ! ” he cried. I shall be at your service in one 
instant, Watson. You will find tobacco in the Persian 
slipper.” He turned to his desk and scribbled off several 
telegrams, which were handed over to the ]mge-boy. Then 
he threw himself down in the chair opposite, and drew up 
his knees until his fingers clasped round his long, thin 
shins. 

‘‘A very oomifionplace little murder,” said he. “ You’ve 
got someth’ {.g better, I fancy. You are the stormy petrel 
of crime, Watson. What is it ?” 

I handed fiirn the li^tter, which he read with the most 
concentrated attention. 

‘‘ it' does not tell us very much, does it?” he remafj^ed, 
as he handed it back to me. 

Hardly ‘anything.” . 
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And yet the writing of interest.” 

“ But the writing is not his own.” 

Precisely. It is a woman’s.” 

“ A man’s surely i ” tl cried. 

No, a woman’s ; and a woman of rare character. You 
see, at tlie ,(;iommencemenb of an investigation, it is some- 
' thing to know that your client is in clcjse contact with 
someone who for good or evil has an exceptional natvure 
My interest is already awdkened in the cas^. If you are 
ready, we will start at once lf>r Woking and see this 
dlydomatist who is in such evil case, and the lady to whom 
he dictates his letters.” 

We were ^fortunate enough to catch an early train at 
Waterloo, and in a little under an hour we found ourselves 
among the lij -woods and t he heather of Woking. Brinrbrae 
proved to be a large detached house standing in extensive 
grounds, within a few minutes’ walk of the station. (In 
. sending in our cards we were shown into an elegantly- 
appointed drawing-room, wheie we were joined in a few 
minutes by a rather stout man, who received us wit h much 
hospitality, llis age may have been nearer forty than 
thirty, but his cheeks were so ruddy and his eyes so merry, 
that he still conveyed the impression of a plump and mis- 
cbevious bdy. 

I am so glad that you have come,” said he, shaking 
our hfinds with effusion. ‘‘Percy }?as been enquiring for 
you all the morning. Ah, poor old chap, he clijigs to an}^ 
straw. His fatb^'r and mother asked rue to see you, for 
the mere mention of the subject is very painful to them.” 

“Wehave.had no details yet,” observed Holmes. “I 
perceive Jbhat you are not yourself a member of the 
family.” * 

Ohr acquaihtanc^e looked surprised, aijd then glancing 
down he began to laugh. 

“ Of course you saw the ‘ J. H.’ monogram on my 
locket,” said he.* “For a inorfient I thought you had 
done something clever. Joseph Harrison -is my riaii^'*,^ 
and.ns Percy is to marry my sister Annie, I shall ^j^t*l easl . 
hem relation by marriage. You will find my sister in his 
room, for she hast nursed him ha.nd-and-foot tliese two 
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irioiiths back.^ Perhaps we had better go in at once, for I 
know how impatient he is.” 

The chamber into which we were shown was on the 
f^ame floor as the drawing-room. Itvwas furnished partly 
a sitting and partly as a bedroom, with flowers arranged 
daintily in every nook and corner. A young, man, very 
pale and w^orn, was lying upon a sofa near the open win- 
dow, through which came the rich scent of the garden 
and the. balmy summer air. A ‘woman was sitting beside 
him, and rose as we entered. 

Shall 1 leave, Percy ? ” she asked, 
lie clutched her hand to detain her. How are you, 
Watson ? ” said he, cordially. “ I should never have 
known you under that moustache, and I daresay you 
w'ould not be prepared to swear to me. This, I presume, 
is your celebrated friend, Mr. Sherlock Holmes?*' 

I introduced him in a few tvords, and we both sat down. 
The stout young man had left us, but his sister still re- 
mained, with her hand in that of the invalid. Slie was a 
striking-looking woman, a little short ai^fi thick for sym- 
metry, ])iit with a beautiful olive complexion, large, dark 
Italian eyes, and a wealih of deep black hair. Her rich 
tints made the white face of her companion the more 
worn and haggard by the contrast. 

“I won’t v^aste your time,” said he, raising hir&self 
upon the sofa. “Ill '‘plunge into the matter without 
further preamble. I was a happy and successful man, Mr. 
Holmes, arid on the eve of being married, when a sudden 
and dreadful misfortune wrecked all my prospects in 
life. 

“ I was, as Watson may have told you, in the^ Foreign 
Oflice, and through the influence of my uncle, Lord Hold-^ 
burst, I rose rapidly to a responsible position. W^hen my 
uncle became Foreign Minister in this Administration he 
gave me several missions of trust, and as I always brought 
. them to a siicoessful conclasion, he came at last to have 
utmost confidence in mj^ ability and tact. 

•.“Nearly ten weeks ago— to be nlore accurate, on .the 
23rd of May — he called me into his private room a*:d, 
after complimenting me upon the good » work which I had 
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done, informed that he had a new commission of trust 
for me to execute, 

‘ This,’ said h^ taking a grey roll of paper from his 
bureau, ‘^is tne ori^rial of that secret treaty between 
England and Italy, of which, I regret to say, some rumours 
have already got into the public Press. It is of enormous 
importance that nothing further should^ leak out. The 
French or Enssian Embassies would pay ai\ immense "sum 
to learn the contents of these ij>apers. They should not 
leave my bureau were it not that it is absolutely necessary 
to have them copied. You have a desk in your office ? ’ 
Yes, sir.’ 

“ ^ Then take th*e treaty and lock it up there. I shall 
give directions that you may remain behind when the 
others go, so that you may copy it at your leisure, withoiu 
f^ar of being overlooked. When you have hiiished, re- 
lock both the original and the draft in the desk, and hand 
them over to me personally to-morrow morning.’ 

I took the papers and ” 

Excuse me ah ins nt,” said Holmes; were you alone 
during this conversation ? ” 

Absolutely.” 

In a laj'ge room ? ” 

Thirty feet each way,” 

‘Mg the centre ? ” 

“ Yes, about it.” 

‘‘ And speaking low ? ” 

“My uncle’s Voice is always remarkably low. I hardly 
spoke at alf.” 

“ Thank ^^ou,” said Holmes, shutting his eyes ; “ pray 
go on ” 

“,I did exactly what he had indicated, and waited until 
the other clerks had depart ed. One of them in my room, 
Charles Gorot, had some arrears of work to make up, so t 
left him there anid went out to dine. When I* returned ha 
was gone. I was anxious to. nurty my w ork, for I kne;jj|^’ 
tha^ Joseph, the Mm. Harrison whom you saw just.iJb.wv 
w^* in town, and that he would -travel .down to •Woking 
by the eleven o’clock train, and I wanted if possible ta 
cab^h it. 
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“ When I *came to examine the treaty I saw at once 
that it was of such importance that my uncle had been 
guilty of no exaggeration in what he liad said. Without 
going into details, I may say that it defined the position 
of Great Britain towards the Triple Alliance, and fore- 
shadowed the policy which this country would pursue in 
the event of tte French fleet gaining a complete ascend- 
ency over tlyit of Italy in *the Mediterranean. The 
questions treated in it were purely naval. At the end 
were the signatures of the high dignitaries who had signed 
it. I glanced my eyes over it, and then settled down to 
my task of copying. 

“It was a long document, written in ♦the French 
language, and containing twenty- six separate articles. . I 
copied as quickly as I could, but at nine o’clock I had only 
done nine articles, and it seemed hopeless for me *to 
attempt to ciitch my train. I was feeling drowsy and 
stupid, partly from my dinner and also from the eflfects of 
a long day’s work. A cup of coffee would clear my brain. 
A commissionaire remains all night in aHittle lodge at the 
foot of the stairs, and is in the habit of making coffee at 
his spirit-lamp for any of the officials who may be working 
overtime. I rang the bell, therefore, to summon him: 

“ To .rny siirprise, it was a woman who answered the 
summons, a large, C9arse-faced, elderly woman, ^in an 
apron. She explained that she was the commissionaire’s 
wife, who did the charing, and 1 gave her the order for 
the coffee. 

“ I wrote two more articles, and then, feeling more 
drowsy than ever, I rose and walked up and down the 
room to stretch my legs. My coffee had not 'yet come, 
and I wondered what the cause of the deday could, be. 
Opening the doo*/, 1 started down the corridor to find out. 
There was a straight passage dimly lit which led from the 
room in which I had been working, and \/as the only exit 
from it. It "ended in a curving staircase, with the com- 
missionaire’s lodge in the passage at the bottom. Half- 
way down this staircase is a small landing, with anqther 
passage running into it at right angles. The second one 
leads, by means of a second small stair, to a side (ioor 
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used by servants, also as a short cut by clerks when 
comilig from Charles Street. 

Here is a rougji chart of the place.” 



“Thank you. I think that I quite follow you,” said 
Sherlock Holmesf • 

“ It is of the utmost importance that you should notice 
this point. I went dowm the stairs and into the ball, 
wliere 1 foxjnd >he commissionaire fast asleej) in his box, 
wdtl; the kettle boiling furiously upon the spirit lamp, for 
the wg,ter was spurting o/er the floor. I had put out my 
hand and was about to shake the man, who was still 
sleeping soundly, when a bell over his head rang loudly, 
and he woke with a start. 

“ ^ Mr. P£elps, sir ! ’ said he, looking at me in bewilder- 
ment. • 

“ ‘ I catne down to see if my coffee was ready.’ 

I was boiling the kettle when I fell asleep, sir.’ He 
looked at me and then up at the still qinvering bell, with 
an ever-growing astonishment upon his face. 

If you wa.^f. here, sir, then who rang the bell ?’ he 
asked. 

■ « ‘ the bell ! ’ I said. “.What bell is it ? ' 

‘t It’s the bell of the room you were working ija. 

’ A cold hand seemed to close round fny heart. Some- 
then, was in lhat rqpm where, my precious treaty lay 
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the table* I ran frantically up tlje stairs and along 
the passage. There was no one in the corridor, Mr. 
Holmes, There was no one in the rooi^. All was exactly 
as I left it, save only that the papers conlmitted to my 
care had been taken from the desk on which they lay. 
The copy was there and the original was gone.V 

Holmes sat up in his chair and*, rubbed his hands. I 
tconld see that the problem was entirely to his heart. 
Pray, what did you do then ? ” he murmured. 

“I recognised in an instant that the thief must have 
come up the stairs from the side door. Of course, T 
must have met him if he had come the other 
•way.” * « 

‘‘ You were satisfied that he could not have been con- 
cealed in the room all the time, or in the corridor which 
you have just described as dimly lighted ? ” * 

It is absolutely impossible. A rat could not conceal 
himself either in the room or the corridor. There is no 
cover at all.” 

Thank you. Pray proceed.” 

The commissionaire, seeing by my pale face that some- 
thing was to be feared, had followed me upstairs. Now 
we both rushed along the corridor and dowri^ the steep 
steps which led to Charles Street. The door- at the 
bottom was closed but unlocked. We flung it open and 
roshed out. 1 can distinctly remember that as we did 
so there caijrie three chimes from a neigh})ouring church. 
It was a quarter to ten.” 

That is of enormous importance,” said Holmes, 
making a note upon his shirt cuff. 

. “ Tlie night was very dark, and a tliin, warm '-pain was 

felling. There was no one in Charles Street^ but a gfeat 
traffic was going i-on, as usual, in Whitehall, at the ex- 
.tremity. We rushed aloug the pavement, bareheaded as 
we were, and at the far comer we foujad a policeman 
•standing. 

A robbery has been comTliitted,’^^! gasped. ‘ A docu- 
of, jmmense value has l^een stolen from the For^.^ 
Office. Has anyone passed this way ? ’ 

‘‘‘‘I have been standins here for ^ auarter of ..an 
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houl, sir/ said ^ only one person has J)assed during 
that time — a woman, tall and elderly, with ‘a Paisley 
shawL’ 

‘ Ah, that is only my wife,’ cried the commissionake. 

Has no one else passed ? ’ 

^ No one,’ 

^ Then it must be the other way that' the thief ^ok/ 
cried the fellow, tugging at my sleeve. 

‘‘But I was not satisfied, aitd the attempts which he 
made to draw me away increased my suspicions. 

“ ‘ Which way did the woman go ? ’ I cried. 

“ ‘ I don’t know> sir. I noticed her pass, but I had no 
special reason for watching her. She seemed to be in a 
hurry.’ 

, “ ‘ How long ago was it ? ’ 

“ ‘ Oh, not very many minutes.’ 

“ ‘ Within the last five ? ’ 

“ ‘ Well, it could not be more than five.’ 

“‘You’re on^ wasting your time, sir, and every 
minute now is of importance,’ cried the commissionain?!. 
‘ Take my word for it that my old woman has nothing to 
do with it, and come down to the other end of the street. 
Well, if ymn won’t, I will,’ and with that he rushed off in 
th^^ other direction. 

“But I was after him in an instant and caught him by 
the sleeve. 

“ ‘ Where do^you live ? ’ said I. 

“ ‘ No. i6. Ivy Lane, Briiton,’ he answered ; ‘ but don’t 
let yourself, be drawn away upon a false scent, Mr. Phelps. 
Come to the other end of the street, and let us see if we 
can heftr of anything.’ 

^ Nothing was to be lost by following his advice. Wifli 
the policeman we both hurried down, but only to find the 
street full of traffic, many people corning and going, bul 
all only too ea^r to get to a place of safety* upon so wet 
.a night. There was no lounger wlio could tell us ^hojbad 
passed. . * 

, ^ Then we returned to the office, and^ searched *1316 stairs 
and the passage, without result. The corridor which led 
to tlji6 i^oom was laid down witjh a kind of creamy HngJleuiB 
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wHcli shows «.n impression very easily.* We examined it 
very carefully, but found no outline of any footmark.'* 

^ Had it been raining all the evening ? ” 

Since about seven.” 

‘‘ How is it, then, that the woman who came into the 
room about nine left no traces with her mudd/ boots ? ” 

‘‘ I am glad you raise the point. ♦ It occurred to me at 
the time. The charwomen are. in the habit of taking off 
their boots at the commissionaire’s office, and putting on 
list slippers.” 

“That is very clear. There were no marks, then, 
though the night was a Ivet one ? The chain of events 
is certainly one of extraordinary interest. What did you 
do next ? ” 

“We examined the room also. There was no possibility 
of a secret door, and the windows are quite thirty fefet 
from the ground. Both of them were fastened on the 
inside. The carpet prevents any possibility of a trap- 
door, and the ceiling is of the ordinary white-washed kind. 
I will jjledge mydife that whoever s told my papers could 
only have come through the door.” 

How about the fireplace ? ” 

“ They use none. There is a stove. Thp bell-rope 
hangs from tl\e wire just to the right of my desk. X^dio- 
ever rang it must have come right up to the desk t<j do it. 
But why should any criminal wish to ring the bell ? It is 
a most insqluble mystery.” 

Certainly the incident was unusual. What were your 
next steps ? You examined the room, I presume, to see 
if the intruder had left any traces — any cigar end, or 
dropped glove, or hairpin, or other trifie ? ” 

“ There was nothing of the sort.” 

“No smell?” 

“ ^Yell, we never thought of that.” 

“ Ah, a scent of tobacco would have been worth a great 
•deal tot us iu each an iqveStjgation.” 

/ V I never smoke myself, so‘ % thiijk I should have ob- 
served' if there had been any smell of tobacco. Tlliere 
was absolutely nix clue of any kind. The only tangible 
fiwjt was that the commissionaire’s wife-^s-Mrs. Tangey j^as 
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the^name — had hurried out of the place. Tffe could give 
no explanation save that it was about the tirn'e when the 
woman alwayj? we^t Jiome. The policeman and I agreed 
that our best plan would be to seize the woman before she 
could get rid of the papers, presuming that she had 
them. 

The alarm had reached Scotland Yard by this .time, 
and Mr. Forbes, the detective, came round at once and 
took up the case with a great 4jeal of energy. W e hired 
a hansom, and in half an hour we were at the address 
which had been given to us. A young woman opened the 
door, who proved, to be Mrs. Tange}' ’s eldest daughter. 
Her moth& had not come back yet, and we were shown 
into the front room to wait. 

, ‘‘ About ten minutes later a knock came at the door, 
and here we made the one serious mistake for which I 
blame myself. Instead of opening the door ourselves we 
allowed the girl to do so. We heard her say, “Mother, 
there are two men in the house waiting to see you,” and an 
instant afterwards we heard the patter of feet rushing 
down the passage. Forbes flung open the door, and we 
both ran into the back room or kitchen, but the woman 
hafl got (iiere* before us. She stared at us with defiant 
eyes, and then suddenly recognising me, jfn expression of 
absoliite astonishment came over ker face. 

“ Why, if it isn’t Mr. Phelps, of the office ! ” she cried. 

“ Come, conif , who did you think we werfi w^hen you 
ran away from us ? ” asked my companion. 

“ I thought you were the brokers,” said she. “ We’ve 
had some trouble with a tradesman.” 

That’s not quite good enough,’ answered Forbes. ‘ We 
have reason lo believe that you have taken a paper of im- 
portance from the Foreign Office, and tfiat you ran in here 
to dispose of it. You must come back with us to Scotland 
Yard to be searched.’ 

. It was in vain that she. protested and resisted. 'A tpur- 
wheeler .was brought, and we all three drove back iH -it.' 

had first made an examination of* the kitbhen, and 
'especially of the ^kitchen fire, to see whether she might 
hat^ made away with the papers diiring the ipstani^i^thiit 
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she was alone*! There were no signs, however, of any <shes 
or scraps. ' When we reached Scotland Yard she was handed 
over at once to the female searcher. , I ‘waited in an agony 
of suspense until she came back with her report. There 
were no signs of the papers. 

Then, for the first time, the horror of my situation 
camfj in its fufl force upon me. ' Hitherto I had been 
acting, and action had numbed 'thought. I had been so 
confident of regaining the"* treaty at once that I had not 
dared to think of what would be the consequence if I 
failed to do so. But now there was nothing more to be 
done, and I had leisure to realise position. It was 
horrible ! VV^atson there would tell you tiiat I was a ner- 
vous, sensitive boy at school. It is my nature, T 
thought of rny uncle and of his colleagues in the Cabinet, 
of tlie shame which I had brought upon him, upon myself, 
upon everyone connected with me. What though I was 
the victim of an extraordinary accident ? No allowance is 
made for accidents where diplomatic intejests are at stake. 
1 was ruined ; shamefully, hopelessly ruined. I don’t 
know what I did. I fancy I must have made a scene. I 
have a dim recollection of a group of officials who 
crowded round me endeavouring to sootlie rrle. One of 
them drove dcfwn with me to Waterloo and saw me ^into 
the Woking train. I believe that he would have coiae all 
the way had it not been that Dr. Ferrier, who lives near 
me, was gofng down by that very train. [Hie doctor most 
kindly took charge of me, and it was well he did so, for I 
had a fit in the station, and before we reached, home I was 
practically a raving maniac. ^ 

^‘^You can imagine the state of things here when they 
-^.were roused from their beds by the doctor’s ' ringing, Und 
found me in this condition. Poor Annie here and my 
'mother were broken-hearted. Dr. Ferrier had just heard 
enough from.t|ie detective ct the station t6 be able to give 
an idea^ of what had haj^penfid, and his story did not mend 
mattieiLS. It was evident to all thaV. I w&s in for a l6ng illM.ss, 
so Joseiftt was bundled out of this cheery bed -room, anS^it 
was turned into a sick room for me. Here I have lain, Mr. 
Holijaes, for over nine Veekj .^unconscious, and raving/ \lith 
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brain fever. If it had not been for Miss •Harrison here 
andVor the doctor’s care Ishould not be speaking to you now. 
8he has nursed mg by day, and a hired ijurse has looked 
after me by nfght, foi in my mad fits I was capable of any- 
thing. Slowly my reason has cleared, but it is only during 
the last three days that my memory has quite returned. 
Sometimes I wish that^it never had. Th<% first thing I did 
.was to wire to Mr. Forbes, ^who had the case in hand. * He 
came out and assuredme that^ though everything has 
been done, no trace of a clue has been discovered. The 
^commissionaire and his wife have been examined in every 
way without any light being thrown upon the matter. 
The suspicions o? the police then rested upon young 
Gorot, who, as you may remember, stayed overtime in the 
office that night. His remaining behind and his French 
name were really the only two points which could suggest 
suspicion ; but as a’ matter of fact, I did not begin work 
until he had gone, and his people are of Huguenot extrac- 
tion, but as English in sympathy and tradition as you and 
I are. Nothing^was found* to implicates him in any way, 
and there the matter dropped. I turn to vqm, ^Ir. Holmes, 
as absolutely my last hope. If you fail rne, then my 
hoqour as well my position are for ever forfeited.” 

The inv^id sank back upon his cushionf^ tired out by 
this long recital, while his nurse poured him out a glass 
of soAe stimulating medicine. Bfclmes sat silently with 
his head thi-own back and his eyes closed in an attitude 
which might seam listless to a stranger, but which I knew 
betokened the most intense absorption. 

‘‘Your st;V-ement has been so explicit,” said he at last, 
“that yop have really left me very few questions to ask. 
There is* one^ of the very utmost importance, however. 
Did* you teli anyone that you had this special task US 
perform ? ” 

“No one.” 

“Not Miss Harrison here, foi^ example ? ” 

• “ No. I had not been back^o Woking between getj^ng 
th^rder-Snd executing tte commission.” . 

^And none of your people had by chmce been to see 
you? ” 
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None. 

any of them know their way abont inHhe 
office ? ” ♦. f. 

Oh, yes ; all of them had been shown ofer it.” 

‘‘Still, of course, if you said nothing to anyone about 
the treaty, these inquiries are irrelevant.” • 

“ I said nothinig.” 

“Do you know anything of t^e commissionaire?” 

“Nothing, except that ]^\e is an old soldier.” 

“ What regiment ? ” 

“Oh, I have heard — Coldstream Guards 

“Thank yon. I have no doubt I can get details from 
Forbes. The authorities are excellent' at amassing facts, 
though they do not; always use them to advantage. What 
a lovely thing a rose is ! ” 

He walked ]>ast the couch to the open window, and 
held up the (lroo]»ing stalk of a moss rose, looking down 
at the dainty blend of crimson and green. It was a new 
phase of his character to me, for I had never before seen 
him show an y keen interest in 'natural objects. 

“There is TK)tliing in w’^hich deduction is so necessary 
as in religion,” said he, leaning with his back against the 
shutters. “ It can be built up as an exact, science by /.be 
leasener. Oo^ highest assnr.ance of the goodness of pro- 
vidence seems to me to rest in the flowers. All other 
tilings, our powers, our desires, our food, are really neces- 
sary for ou:ft existence in tlie first instance. But this rose 
is an extra. Its smell and its colour are afi embellishment 
of life, not a condition of it. It is only goodness which 
gives extras, and so I say again that we have much to 
hope from the flowers.'’ 

Percy Phelps and his nurse looked at Hebnes during' 
iSiis demon St rat iovi with surprise and a good deal of dis- 
ippointment written upon their faces. He had fallen into 
\ reverie, with the moss rose between diis fingers. It 
had larted soMe minutes^'l^efore the young lady broke in 
updsa it. ' 

*“i)d yiou see any prospect of solving this mystery, jSfr. 
Holmes ? ” she asked, with a touch of asperity in 
^oice# 
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‘lOh, tlie mystery ! ” he answered, coming back with a 
staA to the realities of life. “Well, it would bfe absurd to 
deny that the^cfisft is a very abstruse and tiomplicated one ; 
but 1 can promise you that 1 will look into the matter 
and let you know any points which may strike me,” 

“ Do you see any clue ? ” 

“You have furiiishhd me with seven, out of coi^rse I 
must test them before* I can pronounce upon their 
value.” 

“ You suspect someone ? ” 

“ I suspect myself ” 

“What?^” 

“ Of coming to conclusions too rapidly.” 

• “Then go to London and test your conclusions.” 

“Your advice is very excellent, Miss Harrison,” said 
Holmes, rising. think, Watson, we cannot do better. 
Do not allow yourself to indulge in false hopes, Mr, 
Phelps. The affair is a very tangled one.” 

“ I shall he in a fever until I see you again,” cried the 
diplomatist. 

“Well, ril come out by the same ti€m to-morrow, 
though it’s more than likely that my report will be a 
negative omeT* 

^•God bless you for promising to come,” cried our client. 
“It gives me fresh life to know that something is being 
done. By the way, I have had a letter from Lord Hold- 
hurst.” , 

“ Ha! What did he say ? ” 

“ He was cold, but not harsh. I daresay my severe 
illness prevented him from being that. He repeated that 
the matter wa^^ of the utmost importance, and added that 
no* steps woTiM be taken about my future — by which h^ 
mejins, of coarse, my dismissal — until my health was 
restored and I had an opportunity of repairing my mis- 
fortune.” 

. “Well, that was reasonable ^aiid consideratS,” said 
Hdines,.^' “ Come, Watscm, for we have a good dajt’s work 
>re us in town.” . . • 

Mr. Joseph H{y*rison drove us down to the station, and 
we* were soon whirling up in a»Po4|*ii^uth: ty§;«|i. i^lnou^s 
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was sunk in profound thought, and hardly opened' his 
mouth until we had passed Clapham Junction. 

It^s a very cheering thing to come into T^ondon by any 
of these lines which run high and allow you to look down 
upon the houses like this.” 

I thought he was joking, for the view w\as sordid 
enough, but he soon explained himself. 

‘‘ Look at those big, isolated clumps of buildings rising 
up above the slates, like brick islands in a lead-coloured 
sea.” 

‘‘The Board schools.” 

“ Lighthouses, rny boy ! Beacons of the future ! Cap- 
sules, with hundreds of bright little seeds in each, out of 
which will spring the wiser, better England of the future. 
I suppose that man Plieips does not drink ? ” 

“ I should not think so.” 

“ Nor should I. But we are bound to take every possi- 
bility into account. The |X)or devil has certainly got 
himself into very deep water, end it’s a question whether 
we shall ever be able to get him ashore. What did you 
think of Miss Harrison ? ” 

“ A girl of strong character.” 

“ Yes, but she is a good sorl, or I am mist; ken. kShe 
and her brother are the only children of an ironmaster 
somewhere up Northumberland way. Phelj)S got engaged 
to her when travelling last winter, and she came down to 
be introduced to his people, with her brother as escort. 
Then came the smash, and she stayed on to nurse her 
lover, while brother Joseph, finding himself pretty snug, 
stayed on too. I’ve been making a few independent 
inquiries, you see. But to-day must be a day of 
quiries.” 

“ My practice ” I began. 

“ Oh, if you find your own cases more interesting than 
mine ” said Holmes, vith some asperity. 

“ I was going to say thac my practice could get along 
very well for a day or two, since it is the slackest time in 
the year.” 

“Excellent,” said he, recovering his good humour. 
^‘Then. we'^^ look ir.to this matter together. I think that 
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we |hould begin by seeing Forbes. He cm probably tell 
us the details we want, until we know from, what side 
ihe case is to be approached.” 

You said you hacj a clue.” 

Well, we have several, but we can only test their 
value by fcirtlier inquiry. The most difficult crime to 
track is the one whicl^i is puiposeless. Now, this is not 
mrposeless. Who is it ihat profits by it? There is the 
French Ambassador, there* is the Eussian, tRere is whoever 
might sell it to either of these* and there is Lord Hold- 
hurst,” 

Lord Hoidhurst ! ” 

«Wel], iti is just conceivable that a statesman might 
find himself in a ]>ositioii where he was not sorry to have 
siich a document accidentally destroyed.” 

• a statesman with the lionoiirable record of Lord 

iioldhurst.” 

It is a possibility, and we cannot afford to disregard it. 
We shall see tlie noble lord to-day, and lind out if he can 
toll ns anything.# MeanwiPile. 1 have ak'oady seth'nquiries 
upon fool.’' 

Already ? ” 

‘‘^ Yos, 1 sent.,wires from Woking Station to every even- 
ing pajier ifi London. This advertisement will appear in 
each of them.” 

He handed over a sheet torn frdm the note-book. On 
it was scribbled in pencil : — , 

£10 Reward? — The numlier of the cab which dropped 
a fare at or ftbout, t lie door of the Foreign Office in Cbfurles 
Street, at a quarter to ten in the evening of May 23rd. 
Apply 22^1 B, Baker Street.” 

Y^ou are qpnfident that the thief came in a cab ?” 

' not, tfiere is no harm done. Buidf Mr. Phelps is' 
correct in stating that there is no liiding-place either in 
the room or the, corridors, then the person iinust have 
come from outside. If he came^froim outsidt: on so»wet a 
night, and yetT left no tniqe'of damp upon the linoleipi, 
w^as'^xamined within a few minutes of his pj*Ssmg, 
tl1^> it is e:|ceeding1y probable that he came in a cab. 
Yes, I think that \re may safely dedqc^ a cab'.’’ 
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It sounds (plausible.’^ . 

That if? one of the clues of which I spoke. It /nay 
lead us to something. And then, of course, there is the 
bell — ^which is the most distinctive . feature of the case. 
Why should the bell ring ? Was it the thief that did it 
out of bravado? Or was it someone who was with the 
thief who did it in order to prevent the crime ? Or was 

it air accident ? Or was it ?” He sank back into 

the state of intense and silent thought from which he had 
emerged, but it se(3Tned to ine, accustomed as 1 was to his 
every mood, that some new possibility had dawned sud- 
denly upon him. 

It was twenty past three when we reached orr terminus, 
and after a hasty luncheon at the buffet we jmshed on at 
once to Scotland Yard. Holmes had already wired to 
Forbes, and we found him waiting to receive us : a small, 
foxy man, with a sharp but by no means amiable expres- 
sion. He was decidedly frigid in his manner to us, 
especially when he heard the errand upon which we had 
come. * ^ 

Tve heard of vour methods before now, Mr. Holmes,” 
said he, tartly. “ You are ready enough to use all the in- 
formation that the police can lay at your disposal, ^.nd 
then you try to finish the case yourself and brin^ discredit 
upon them.” 

On the contrary,” said Holmes ; “ out of my last' fifty- 
three cases iny name lias only appeared in four, and the 
police have had all the credit in forty-nine. I don^t blame 
you for not knowing this; for you are young and inexperi- 
enced ; but if you wished to get on in your new duties you 
will work with me, and not against me.” 

“ I’d be very glad of a hint or two,” said the detective, 
changing his manner. “I’ve certainly bad no credit from 
'the case so fai’.” 

“ What steps have you taken ? ” 

“ Tangey,* the comm’*ssi^>naire, has been shadowed. He 
left the Guards with a good ^liaraeter, and we can find 
nothing .against him. His wife is a bad lot, though. 1 
fancy she knows more about this than appears,” 

“ Have voii shadowed her ? ” * 
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have set oue of our women on to her.* Mrs. Tangey 
crinKS, and our woman has been with her twice when she 
was well onlfl^t she could get nothing out of her.” 

1 understand tllat they have had brokers in the 
house ? ^ 

Yes, but they were paid off.” 

Where did the money come from ? ”* 

‘‘That was all right. -His pension was due; they 'have 
not shown any sign of being in# funds.” 

“What explanation did she give of having answered the 
bell when Mr. Phelps rang for the coffee ?” 

“ She said that her husband was very tired and she 
wished to *elieve him.” 

• “Well, certainly that would agree with his being found, 
a little later, asle ‘p in his chair. There is nothing against 
tnem, then, bur. the woman’s character. Did you ask her 
why she hurri('d away that night ? Her haste attracted 
the attention of the police-constable.” 

“ She was later than uj^al, and wanted to get home.” 
“Did you pofnt out to her that ydu and Mr. Phelps, 
who started at least twenty minutes after^Tier, got home 
before her ? ” 

She eiplaihs that by the difference between a ’bus and 
a htosom.” • 

“ Hid she make it clear why, on preaching her house, she 
ran into the bnck kitchen ? ” 

“ Because sh§ had the money there with which to pay 
off the brokers.” 

“ She has at least an answer for everything. Did you 
ask her whether in leaving she met anyone or saw anyone 
loitering about Charles Street? ” 

V She saTiTno one but the constable.” 

“ Well, you seem to have cross-examined her pretty 
thoroughly. What else have you done ? ” , 

“ The clerk, *Gorot, has beeji shadowed all these nine 
weeks, but without result. , We c&n show :rt!othing*against 
him.” 

P An 3 rthing else ? ” 

“ WeJl, We ha%e nothing else to go upop— no evidence 
of Any, kind.” 
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^‘^Have yo<t foiined any theory about how that/ bell 
rang 5!” ^ ^ 

WelJ, 1 must confess that it beats me* ^ It was a cool 
hand, whoever it was, to go and giv6 the alarm like that.” 

Yes, it was a queer thing to do. Many thanks to you 
for what you have told me. If I can put the man into 
your hands yo‘a shall hear from me. Come along, 
Watson ! ” , 

Where are we going to now ? ” I asked, as we left the 
office. 

‘‘ We are now going to interview Lord Holdliurst, the 
Cabinet Minister and future Premier of England.” 

We were fortunate in finding that Lord 11 did hurst was 
still in his chambers at Downing Street, and on Holmes 
sending in his card we were instantly shown up. The 
statesman received us with that old-fashioned courtesy for 
which he is remarkable, and seated us on the two luxurious 
easy chairs on either side of the fireplace. Standing on 
the rug between us, with his slight, tall figure, his sharp- 
featured, thoughtful face, and his curlingViair prematurely 
tinged with ‘grey, he seemed to rejiresent that not too 
common type, a nobleman who is in truth noble. 

‘‘ Your name is very familiar to me, Mr^. Holmes,” &Uid 
he, smiling. And, of course, I cannot pretend to be 
ignorant of the object qf your visit. There has only been 
one occurrence in these offices which could call for your 
attention. In whose interest are you acting, may I ask ? ” 

In that of Mr. Percy Phelps,” answered H^>lmes. 

Ah, my unfortunate nephew ! You can understand 
that our kinship makes it the more impossilJle for me to 
screen him in any way. I fear that the incident must, 
have a very prejudicial eSect upon his career!.? 

But if the document is found ? ” 

" Ahi that, of course, would be different.” 

^ I had orfe or two qiiest;ions which I wii^hed to ask you, 
Lord HoldhiirSt.” 

I shall be happy to give yo»a any information in my 
power.^’/.* 

‘‘Was it in this room that you gave^your Instructions 
as to the copying of th^ (Jocumeut ? ” , 
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was.^ 

*%’hen you could hardly have been overheard 
It is out of tl^e question,’* , 

^‘Did you eVer mention to anyone that it was your in- 
tention to give out the treaty to be copied ? ” 

Never/** 

You are certain of that ? ” 

Absolutely.” , 

Well, since you never sai^ so, and Mr. Phelps never 
said so, and nobody else knew anything of the matter, 
then the thief s presence in the room was purely accidental. 
He saw his chance and he took it.” 

The stal^esman ‘smiled. ‘^You take me out of my 
province there,” said he. 

Holmes considered for a moment. There is another 
V'ery important. po\pt which I wish to discuss with you,” 
said he. ‘‘ You feared, as I understand, t hat very grave 
results might follow from the details of this treaty be- 
coming known ? ” 

A shallow pasted over tlTe expressive^face of the states- 
men. Very grave results, indeed.” 

And have they occurred ? ” 

iiNot yet.” • 

‘‘*If the treaty had reached, let us say, the French 
or Eussian Foreign Office, you would expect to heai' of 
it?” 


“ I should,” said Ix)rd Holdhiirst, with a wry face. 

Since nearly ten weeks have elapsed, then, and no- 
thing has* been lieard, it is not unfair to supj)ose that for 
some reasorf the treaty has not reached them ? ” 

Lord Jloldhurst shrugged his shoulders. 

“We can* hardly suppose, Mr. Holmes, that the thief 
took the treaty in order to frame it and*iiang it up,” 

“ Perhaps he is waiting for a better price.” 

“ If he waitg a little louj^er he will *get no price 
at all. The treaty will cease t# be a s«cfet i» a few 
months.” 

^•‘Jjrhat \s most important,” said Holmes. “Of* course 
ft Jfe a possible supposition that the thief has had a sudden 
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An attack of brain fever, for example?” asked/ the 
statesmanu^ flashing a swift glance at him, 

I did not say so,” said Holmes, imjv?rturbably. And 
now, Lord Holdhurst, we have already taken up too much 
of your valuable time, and we shall wish you good-day,” 
Every success to your investigation, be the criminal 
who it may,” answered the nobleman, as he bowed us out 
at the door. 

“ He’s a fine fellow,” sai{l Holmes, as we came out into 
Whitehall. ‘‘ But he has a struggle to keep up his posi- 
tion. He is far from rich, and has many calls. You 
noticed, of course, that his boots had been re-soled ? Now, 
Watson, I won’t detain you from your legitimate work 
any longer. I shall do nothing more to-day, unless .1 
have an answer to my cab advertisement. But I should 
be extremely obliged to you if you*, would come down 
with me to Woking to-morrow, by the same train which 
we took to-day.” 

I met him accordingly next morning, and we travelled 
down to Woking together. He had had fio answer to his 
advertisement^-^he said, and no fresh light had been thrown 
upon the case. He had, when he so willed it, the utter 
^mobility of countenance of a Eed Indian, i\{^d 1 could 
irjt gather fro?n his appearance whether he was satisfied 
nonot with the positioi^ of the case. His conversaVon, I 
or lember, was about the Bert ill on system of measure- 
rei^ts, and he expressed his enthusiastic admiration of the 
rptench savant. 

P We found our client still under the charge of his de- 
moted nurse, but looking considerably better than before. 
He rose from the sofa and greeted us without difficulty 
when we entered. 

^ Any news ? ” he asked, eagerly. 

* “ My report, as I expected, is a negative one,” said 
Holmes. I ‘ have seen Forbes, and I have seen your 
uncle, aad I ha^e set onv3 or .two trains of inquiry upon foot 
whi«>h may lead to something.” c 
‘ Ydtj: have not .lost heart, then? ” 

By no means.”* 

God bless you for saying thay ” crie'd Miss Harridan. 
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If keep our courage and our patience, tie truth must 
come out.” 

We have pore io tell you than you have lor .us, ' said 
Phelps, reseating hinfself upon the couch. 

‘‘ I hoped you might have something.” 

Yes, we have had an adventure during the night, and 
one which might have proved to be a serious one.” His 
expression grew very grave as he spoke, *and a looTc of 
something akin to fear sprang up in his eyes. “Do you 
know,” said he, “that I begin to believe that I am the un- 
conscious centre of some monstrous conspiracy, and that 
my life is aimed at^as well as my honour ? ” 

“ Ah ! ” cried Holmes. 

• “ It sounds incredible, for 1 have not, as far as I know, 
ap enemy in the world. Yef from last night's experience 
I can come to no ot#ier conclusion.” 


“ Pray let me hear it.” 

“You must know that last night was the very first 
night that I have ever slept without a nurse in the room. 
I was so much bitter that I thought 1 5ould dispense with 
one. I had a night-light burning, howevef,"^ Well, about 
two in the morning I had sunk into a light sleep, when I 
wa^suddc-iiily aroused by a slight noise. It was like the 
soufid which a mouse makes when it is gnawing a plank, 
and 5 lay listening to it for some time under the im- 
pression that it must come from that cause. Then it grew 
louder, and sudj^enly there came from the window a sharp 
metallic sryck. I sat up in amazement. There could be 
no doubt V|jiat the sounds were now. The faint ones had 
been ciiused by someone forcing an iiistrumeiit through 
the slit**between the sashes, and the second by the catch 
being pressdH back. ^ 

“ There was a j)ause then for about ten minutes, as if the 


person were waiting to see whether the no\se had awokeTl 
me. Then» I heard a gentle sireaking as the window was ' 
.very slowly opened. I coul^-stafld it no.*longer,*for iny 
nerves face not what they used to be. I sprMg'^9ut: 

ana flung open the shutters. A- itian was^r^sucli- 
ingOT ^heWindcysv. I could* see little of him, for^he was 
gone Ijke a flash. He wmpped in some sort of 
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which came across the lower part of his face. One 4 ling 
only l am' sure of, and that is that he had some weapon 
in his hand. It' looked to me like a fong, knife. I dis- 
tinctly saw the gleam of it as he tuAed to run.” 

“ This is most interesting,” said Holmes. Pray, what 
did you do then^^ ” 

J should hare followed him through the open window 
if I had beeur stronger. As it was, I rang the bell and 
roused the house. It tofk me some little tiihe, for the 
bell rings in the kitchen, and the servants all sleep 
upstairs. I shouted, however, and that brought Joseph 
down, and he roused the others. Joseph and the groom 
found marks on the flower-bed outside the window, but 
the weather has been so dry lately that they found it 
hopeless to follow the trait across the grass. There’s 
a place, however, on the wooden fence which skirts the 
road which shows signs, they tell me, as if someone had 
got over and had snapped the top of the rail in doing so. 
I have said nothixj^ to the loc^l police yet, for I thought 
I had best hiwe your opinion first.” 

This tale m our client’s appeared to have an extra- 
ordinary effect upon Sherlock Holmes. He rose from his 
chair and paced about the room in incontrol lable exCj'lte- 
inent. ' 

Misfortunes never come singh^” said Phelps, sndling, 
though it was evident that his adventure had somewhat 
shaken hiih. 

You have certainly had your share,” saM Holmes. 
‘n)o you think you could walk round the, house with 
me ? ” 

Oh, yes, I should like a little sunshine. Jos‘eph will 
come too,” 

And I also,” said Miss Harrison. 

I am afraid not,” said Holmes, shaking his head. 
“I think I must ask you to remain sitting exactly where 
you are.” 

j'oung lady resumed her seat wif h an ? \x of dis- 
pleasure." Her ' brother, however, had joined us, 
set o^.all four together. We passed round the lawn to 
tho outside of the young diplrmatist’s window. ’ Tffere 
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were! as he had said, marks upon the flower-bed, but they"* 
wer^ hopelessly blurred and vague. Holmes stpoped 
over them for an<^nstant, and then rose,, shrugging his 
shoulders. 

I don’t think anyone could make much of this,” said 
he. Let* us go round the house and see why this 
particular room was qjiosen by the bui^lar. I should 
have thought those larger windows of the drawing-rt)om 
and dining-room would have had more attractions for 
him.” 

^^They are more visible from the road,” suggested Mr. 
J 0 se] >h H ar ri son . 

yes^of coutse. There is a door here which he 
might liave attempted. What is it for ? ” 

^‘^It is the side entrance for* tradespeople. Of course, it 
h4*locked at night.”^. 

Have you ever had an alarm like this before ? ” 

Never,” said our client. 

Do you keep plate in the house, or anything to attract 
burglars ? ” 

Nothing of value.” 

Holmes strolled round the house with his hands in his 
pockets, and negligent air which w'as unusual with 
him* , 

the way,” said he to Joseph Harrison, you found 
some place, I understand, where the fellow scaled the 
fence. Let us have a look at that.” * 

The young ntm led us to a spot where the top of one 
of the wooden rails had been cracked. A small fragment 
of the wood Igj^s hanging down. Holmes pulled it oflF and 
examined it critically. 

‘^^Do yon^4.hink that was done last night? It looks 
rather old, does it not ? ” 

“Well, possibly so.” 

There are np marks of anj^one jumpiD|r* down upon 
the othe^side. No, I fancy jve ahall get *n6 hel]^ here. 
Let us back to the ipeiafoom and talk the|m^ter 
over.”, 

was walking; very slowly, leanin^uix)n 
thetarrff of his future ^rother-in-law. Jfclmes 
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Wiftly across- the lawn, and we were at the open wij^jdow 
of the, bedroom long before the others came up. 

‘^Miss Harrison,” said Holmes, j^peaking with the 
utmost intensity of manner, you must stay where you 
are all day. Let nothing prevent you from staying where 
, you are all day. It is of most vital importance.” 

“ Certainly, if you wish it, Mr. , Holmes,” said the girl, 
in astonishment. , 

“ When you go t o bed Igck the door of this room on the 
outside ancl keep the key. Promise to do this.” 

But Percy?” 

He will come to London with us.” 

“ And 1 am to remain here ? ” 

“It is for his sake. You can serve him! Quick ! Pro- 
mise ^ ” 

She gave a nod of assent just as the other two came 
up. 

“Why do you sit moping there, Annie?” cried her 
brother. “ Come out into the sunshine ! ” 

“No, thank you, Joseph. I have a slight headache, 
and this rooih js deliciously cool and soothing.” 

“ What do you propose now, Mr. Holmes ? ” asked our 
client. ^ 

“Well, in investigating this minor affair we must not 
lose sight of our main enquiry. It would be a very, great 
help to me if you coulii come up to London with us.” ' 

“ At once ? ” 

“Well, as soon as you conveniently can. Say in an 
hour.” 

' “ I feel quite strong enough, if I can really be of any 
help.” 

“ The greatest possible.” 

“]Vha}).s you would like me to stay there to-night.” 

“ I was just going to propose it.” 

“Then if'ifiy friend of the night comes to revisit me, 
he wills find 'the bird Eow*d. We are all in ycdr hands, 
M:\Ho|,ines, and you must tcil us exactly what vou would 
like di^e. Perhaps you would T)refer that J<^'lier)li -c^rne 
wdth i;'s, so as to look after me ? ” 

^ no; irny friend Watso^ is a medical man, .you 
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kn^v, and lie’ll lj)ok after you. We’ll kave our lunch 
her&l if you will permit us, and then w'e shall all three 
set off for town together,” 

It was arranged as •he suggested, though Miss Harrison 
excused herself from leaving the bedroom, in accordance 
with Holmes’s suggestion. What the object of rny friend’s^ 
manceuvres was I could not conceive, unless it wer^e to 
keep the lady away from Phelps, who, rejoiced bv his re- 
turning healfeli and by the pmspect of action, lunched 
with us in the dining-room. Holmes' had a still more 
startling surprise for us, however, for after accoippanying 
us down to the station and seeing us into our carriage, he 
calmly annduriced that he had no intention of leaving 
Woking. 

There are one or two small points which I should de- 
sife to clear up before I go,” said he. “ Your absence, 
Mr. Phelps, will in some ways rather assist me. Watson, 
when you reach London you would oblige me by driving 
at once to Baker Street with our friend here, an« remain- 
ing with him untf! I see you again. It is fo^staiiate that 
you are old schoolfellows, as you must have^much to talk 
over. Mr'. Phelps can have the spare bedroom to-night, 
and JL shall he with you in time for breakfast, for there is 
a traiii widen wdll take me into Waterloo at elglit.” 

But about our iiivestigatioti in London ? ” asked 
Phelps, ruefully. 

^^We can do that to-morrow. I think that just at 
present I caq be of more immediate use here.” 

You mtght tell them at Briarbrae that I hope to be 
back to-rnorroV night,” cried Phelps, as we began to move 
the platform. 

I, hardly,.,^-xpect to go back to Briarbrae,” answered 
Holmes, and waved his hand to us cheerily as we shot out 
from the station. 

Phelps ^nd I talked it over on our journey,^ but n^ithe^ 
of us coultj. devise a satisfai?|pry Reason for thi^ 
developm§i|fl 

. wants to tind out sorge* clue as 

burgl^’^^st^iight^ if a burglar it was. myserS^ 

lon’t t^ipve it was an ordi^^ry thief.” 

u 
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WTiat is y^ur idea, then ? 

Upon 'my word, you may put it aown to my /,veaK 
Denies or not, btit I believe there is «^5)me deep political 
intrigue going on around me, and <that, for some reason 
that passes my. understanding, my life is aimed at by the 
conspirators, I^t sounds high-flown and absrft-d, but con- 
sider the facts ! Why should a tWef try to break in at a 
bedroom window, where there^ could be no hope of any 
plunder, and why should %he come with a long knife .in his 
hand ? ” 

“ You, are sure it was not a housebreaker's jemmy ? ” 

“ Oh, no ; it was a knife. I saw the flash of the blade 
quite distinctly.” ' * 

But why on earth should you be pursued with such 
animosity ? ” 

Ah ! that is the question.” ^ ' 

Well, if Holmes t^akes the same view, that would ac- 
count for his action, would it not? Presuming that 
your thebry is correct, if b.e can lay his hands upon 
the ma'il '^^^ho tfireatened you last n^ht, he will have 
gone a long'* way towards finding who took the naval 
treaty. It is absurd to suppose that you have two 
enemies, one of whom robs you while tiie other threatens 
your life.” * , 

‘‘But Mr. Holmesisaid that he was not going to Briar- 
brae.” 

“ I ha^e known him for some time,” said I, “ but I 
never knew him do anything yet without a very good 
reason,” and with that our conversation drifled oflf intc 
other topics. 

But it was a weary day for me. Phelps was^rStill weak 
after his long^ illness, and his misfortunes made him 
querulous and nervous. In vain I endeavoured to interest 
him in Afghanistan, in India, in social questions, in an}’^- 
.thing which might take, his mind out of the groove. He 
,^ 111(1 always come *6ach\ to his lost treaty ^wondering, 
gUG^^mg, speculating, as id what Holmes wa^oing, what 
ste^ liord Holdhurst wks taking, what ney^^^w^o should 
ha/fe in the. morning. At the evening wors en “ 'Excite- 
ment miifA imi'nfnl. 
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^ You have imjlicit faith in Holmes ? ” h% asked, 
have seen him do some remarkable things.” 

But he nevei brought light into anything, quite so 
dark as this ? 

Oh, yes ; I have known him solve questions which pre- 
sented fewfer clues than yours,” 

“ But not where suoh large interests are at stake ? ” 

I don’t know that. To my certain knogf^rledge he has 
acted on behalf of three of the feigning Houses of Europe 
in very vital matters.” 

But you know him well, Watson. He is such an in- 
scrutable fellow, that I never quite know whaf to make 
of him. Ddyou think he is hopeful ? Do you think he ex- 
pects t/O make a success of it ? ” 

‘‘ He has said nothing.” 

That is a bad sign.” 

“ On the contrary, I have noticed that when he is oflf 
the trail he generally says so. It is when he is on a scent, 
and is pot quite absolutely ^ure yet th^t it is thS right one* 
t hat he is most tiicitum. Now, my deS.r fell^T'^^.^e can’t 
help matters by making ourselves nervous libout them, so 
let me implore you to go to bed, and so be fresh for what - 
evei^may await* us to-morrow.” 

I^as able at last to persuade my companion to take my 
!idvic% though I knew from his exoited manner that there 
was not much hope of sleep for him. Indeed, his mood 
was infectious, for I lay tossing half the nijfht myself, 
brooding over tliis strange problem, and inventing a hun- 
dred theoites, each of which was more impossible than the 
last. Why had Holmes remained at Woking ? Why had 
he asked*Mis8 Harrison to stay in the sick room all day? 
Why had b^been so careful not to inform the people at 
Briarbrae that he intended to remain near them? I 
cudgelled my brdins until I fell asleep in the endeavour 
to find some explanation whi<ih would cov^r all these 
facts. 

It wag ^ven o’clock when 1 awoke, and J set 
for room, to find hiiA haggard add spent^fter a 

• Jlis first qu^tion was whether 

had%l*rped vet. 
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“He’ll be here when he promised,” said I. “and notfan 
instant? sooner o! later.” 

And my words j^^ere true, for shortly ^ftei eight a han- 
gom dashed up to the door and our friend ^ot out of it. 
Standing in the window, we saw that his left hand was 
gwathed in a bandage and that his face was ver}^ grimrand 
pale. He entereCt the house, but it^was some little time 
before he came upstairs. , 

He looks li£e a beaten ^an,” cried Phelps. 

I was forced to confess that he was right. “ After all,” 
said I, “the clue of the matter lies probably here in 
town.” 

Phelps gave a groan. 

“ I don’t know how it is,” said he, “ but I had hoped for 
so much from his return. But surely his hand was not 
tied up like that yesterday ? What cap be the matter ? 

“ You are not wounded, Holmes ? ” I asked, as my friend 
entered the room. 

“ Tut, it.^s only a scratch through my own clumsiness,'’ 
he answer§£l, nodding his good mornings to us, “ This 
case of yours^Mr. Phelps, is certainly one of the darkest 
which I have ever investigated.” 

“ I feared that you would find it beyond you.” 

“ It has bee» a most remarkable experience.”* 

“That bandage tells^of adventures,” said I. “y^on’t 
you tell us what has happened ? ” 

“ After breakfast, my dear Watson. Kemember that I 
have breathed thirty miles of Surrey air this morning. I 
suppose there has been no answer to my cabman*, advertise- 
ment ? Well, well, we cannot expect to score e?vrery time.” 

The table was all laid, and, just as I was about, .to ring, 
^rs. Hudson entered with the tea and coffee., A few 
minutes later she brought in the covers, and we all drew up 
to the table, Holmes ravenous, I curious, and Phelps in the 
gloomiest st^te of depression, 

' ^ Mr^’. Hudson has risen to the occasion,” saidL * Holmes, 
un^/erj^ng a dish of curried 'dhipken. “Her cttLsine is a 
Sttle lifted, but she has as^good an idea of as 

a Scot;{mwoman. What have you there, Wats^a 
and errrrs.” T answered. 
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iGood! Whatf are you going to take, Mr. Phelps : 
cnrAed fowl, egg^ or will you help yourself?” * 

Thank yo;i, Itcan eat nothing,” said Phelps. • 

Oh, come ! Try fhe dish before you.” 

Thank you, I would really rather not.” 

“'^V’ell, then,” said Ifolmes, with a mi^hievous twinklef 
‘'1 suppose that ycfU have no objection to helping 

Phelps raised the cover, and as he did so he uttered a 
scream, and sat there staring with a face as white as the 
plate upon which he looked. Across the ccntr^ of it was 
lying a little cylinder of blue-grey paper. He caught it up, 
devoured it with his eyes, and then danced madly about 
the room, pressing it to his bosom and shrieking out in 
^is delight. Then he fell back into an arm-chair, so limp 
and exliausted with his own emotions that we had to pour 
brandy down his throat to keep him from fainting. 

“There! there !” said Holmes, sooiliingly, |)£itting him 
upon the shoulder. “ It was too bad to sprin)v it on you 
like this ; but "^"atson here will tell you thfjjt t^never can 
resist a touch of the dramatic.” • 

Phelps seized his hand and kissed it. “ God ble^ you ! ” 
he*^ied ;# you have saved my honour.” 

‘^Well, my own was at stake, you knoAVJ” said Holmes, 
“ I amire you, it is just as hatefukto me to fail in a case as 
it can be to you to blunder over a commission.” 

Phelps thruSj^t away the precious document into the 
innermost .pocket of his coat. 

“I ha^e not the heart to interrupt your breakfixst any 
further, ^ana yet I am dying to know how you got it and 
where it was.” 

iAherlook*Holmes swallowed a cup of ^joffee and turned 
his attention to the ham and eggs. Then he rose, lit Ms 
pipe, and settled himself^down into his chair* 

“ 111 tell you what I did fir«t, and how I came to d^ it 
.afterwards,” mid he. “ Aften'leaving you it the sTatioh t 
went form charming walk>tlirough some admirab^ 
scM^y ’^^a pretty little xdtlage -called *Eipley, "fhefe I 
haOOTj^'te^at an, inn, and took the preca.ution oP'^lling 
mvifl^k: a®d of putting a paper of sandwiches in 'iav 
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. pocket. There|I remained until evening, when 1 set| off 
for Woking again and found myself in me high road Out- 
side Briarbrae jufet after sunset. 

Well, I waited until the road was' clear — ^it is never a 
" very frequented one at any time, I fancy — and then I 
'clambered over tfee fence into the grounds.” 

‘‘ Surely the gate was open ? ” ejaculated Phelps. 

. Yes ; but I have a peculiar taste in these matters. I 
chose the place where the three fir trees stand, and behind 
their screen I got over without the least chance of any- 
one in the house being able to see me. I crouched down 
among the bushes on the other side, and crawled from one 
to the other — witness the disreputable stat e of my trouser 
knees — until I had reached the clump of rhododendrons 
just opposite to your bedroom window. There I squatted 
down and awaited developments. 

‘‘ The blind was not down in your room, and I could 
see Miss Harrison sitting there reading by the table. It 
was a quaver past ten when she closed her book, fastened 
the shutt: rs,-and retired. I heard her shut the door, and 
felt quite sure that she had turned the key in the lock.” 

The key ? ” ejaculated Phelps. 

‘‘Yes, I had given Miss Harrison instrhctiQns to -tjck 
the door on the outside and take the key with her when 
she went to bed. She carried out every one <rf my 
injunctions to the letter, and certainly without her co- 
operation you would not have that paper in your coat 
pocket. She departed then, the lights went out, and I 
was left squatting in the rhododendron bush. 

“ The night was fine, but still it was a very Wary vigil. 
Of course, it has the sort of excitement about it mat the . 
sportsman feels Weii he lies beside the watthfcourse and 
jwaits for the big game. It was very long, though — 
almost as loQg, Watson, as when you and’ I waited in that 
de<j,dly room, when we looked into the little problem of the 
‘Speckled Ba\id.’ There ^ was a church clock down at 
which struck the qucjrters, and I thoiigHt more 
than jnce that it had stopped. At last, ho about 
tv^o ya the moving, I suddenly heard the ger^cle'^sc'JiJ of 
a bolt being pinshed back and the creaking a 1 ey, A 
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m^nent later tJrfe servants* door was opened and Mr* 
J^silpli Harrison ftepped out into the mocfcligbt.** * 

Joseph ! ” ejaculated Phelps. 

He was bare-headed, but he had a black cloak thrown 
over his shoulder, so that he could conceal his face in an 
instant if •there were any alarm. He walked on tip-to^ 
under the shadow of <^he wall, and wheft he reached the 
window, he worked a long-bladed knife through the* sash 
and pushed back the catch. ^ Then he flung open the 
window and, putting his knife through the crack in the 
shutters, he thrust the bar up and swung them open. 

“From where I lay I had a perfect view of Ihe inside 
of the rooih and oT every one of his movements. He lit 
the two candles which stand upon the mantelpiece, and 
then he proceeded to turn bfeck the comer of the carpet 
in the neighbourheod of the door. Presently he stooped 
and pi eked out a square piece of board, such as is usually 
left to enable plumbers to get at the joints of the gas 
pipes. This one covered, as a matter of fact, fhe T-joint 
which gives off 4he pipe which supplies the kitchen un- 
derneath. Out of this hiding-place he drew tifat little 
cylinder of paper, pushed down the board, rearranged 
thci^carpe^ bhew out the candles, and walked 1;traight 
inta my arms as I stood waiting for hkn outside the 
windq^v. 

“ Well, he has rather more viciousness than I gave him 
credit for, has Master Joseph. He flew at itie with his 
knife, and ha*d to grass him twice, and got a cut over 
the knuAles, before I had the upper hand of him. He 
looked ‘ muMer ’ out of the only eye he could see with 
when w/ had finished, but he listened to reason and gave 
up^the papars. Having got them I let my man go, but^I 
wired full particulars to Forbes this rooming. If he is 
quick enough td catch his bird, well and good*! Brsit> 
as I shrewdly suspect, he finds^the nest em^ty before he" 
gets there, v^iy, all the better ft>r the GfDvernnvent.d I 
fancy t^t Lord Holdh’^r^t^ for one, and Mi*. 

Phrfpj|», another, would very much, rather 4^at’ the 
*affll!Qieve^^ot.so far as a police-court.” 

Go4!'” irasned our client. Do v6u tell me^that 
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during these Jong ten weeks of agonyithe stolen pa;fers 
were witbip thej very room with me all \he time ? ” 
^‘Soit^was.” , p 

And Joseph ! Joseph a villain and a th*ief ! 

‘‘ Hum ! I am afraid Joseph’s character is a rather 
deeper and more dangerous one than one mfght jwJge 
from his appearaifce. From what I Jiave heard from him 
this morning, I gather that he .has lost heavily in dab- 
bling with stocks, and that^he is ready to do anything on 
earth to better his fortunes. Being an absolutely selfish 
man, when a chance presented itself he did not allow 
either his sister’s happiness or your reputation to hold his 
hand.” 

Percy Phelps sank back in his chair. “My hea^ 
whirls,” said he; “your words have dazed me.” 

“ The principal difficulty in youi; case,” remarked 
Holmes, in his didactic fashion, “ lay in the fact of there 
being too much evidence. What was vital was overlaid 
and hiddefi by what was irrelevant. Of all the facts 
which were presented to us, we fiad tocpick just those 
which we"(ie^fjd to be essential, and then piece them 
together in their order, so as to reconstruct this very re- 
markable chain of events. I had already begun to susgi^ct 
Joseph, from t^he fact that you had intended^ to travel 
home with him that night, and that therefore it ^as a 
likely enough thing that he should call for you — knowing 
the Foreign Office well — upon his way. When I heard 
that someone had been so anxious to ge^c into the bed- 
room, in which no one but Joseph could have* concealed 
anything — you told us in your narrative hdw you had 
turned Joseph out when you arrived with the doctpr — my 
suspicions all changed to certainties, especiallv as the 
attempt was madb on the first night upon which the 
p-ursf was absent, showing that the intruder was well 
acquainted wifh the ways of the house.” 

.^^>Hov blihd^T have btenV’ 

‘•‘ TJhej facts of the case, asrT^r as I have worfepd them’ 
‘arA^tthese; .This Josepl^ jrfarrison entered ,eine^ office 
through the Charles Street (^oor, and knowing 4ais^\^a^\he 
walked straight- into your room the instSut a^f^ej* V^uieft 
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it. Finding no orh there he promptly rang tne Dell, and 
atlft^e instant tha| he did sd his eyes cai^gBt the paper 
upon the table, a glance showed him that ctance had 
^)^ut in his way a Staje document of immense value, and 
in a flash he had thrust it into his pocket and was gone. 
A few minutes elapsed, as you remember, before the sleepy 
commissionaire drew jour attention to the bell, and thoad 
were just enough to give the thief time to make his 
escape. 

“He made his way to Wokftig by the train, and. 

having examined his booty and assured himself that it 
really was of immense value, he concealed it in wdiat he 
thought was a very safe place, with the intention of 
taking it out again in a day or two, and carrying it to the 
French Embassy, or wherever he thought that a long 
price was to be had. Then came your sudden return. 
He, without a moment’s warning, was bundled out of his 
room, and from that time onwards there w^ere always at 
least two of you there to prevent him from regaining his 
treasure. The |ituatiofi tt) him must* have been a mad- 
dening one. But at last he thought he saw his ^chance. 
He tried to steal in, but was baffled by your wakefulness. 
You may remember that you did not take your usual’ 
dralJ^bt tliat night.” 
remember.” 

“ I^ncy that he had taken stejfe to make that draught 
eflScacious, and that he quite relied upon your being un- 
conscious. Of course, I understood that he would repeat 
the atter^pt whenever it could be done with safety. Your 
leaving the«room gave him the chance he wanted. I kept 
Miss Harrison in it all day, so that he might not antici- 
pate, us.* Th^n, having given him the idea that the coast was 
clekr, I kl^pt guard as 1 have described.* X already knew 
that the papers *were probably in the room, buUJ b^id np^ 
desire to rip up all the planking and skirting* in seai ch of! 
them. let him take them, Ishei^pfore, from* the hiding- 
place, and so^aved myself an*fnfinity of trolible. Jfs ^h*^re 
any otfi^S|'j)oint which I eta ‘make clear ? ” 

- <A^hy lid he try the window on the Brst occasion," I 
aslfeaj/^ wl^n, Be*might have'entered by the. door?” 
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' “ In reaching^ the door he would hav*to pass seven blsd- 
loomSi Op' thf other hand, fee could ®t out on to^the 
lawn with ease. .Anything else? ” 

“ You do not think,” asked Phel|^8, ^ that he had any 
murderous intention? The knife was only meant as a 

“It may he %o,” answered Hojmes, shrugging his 
shoulders. “lean only say for certain that Mr Joseph 
Harrison is a ghutlemau to who8*e mercy J should be eji- 
tremely unwilling to trust.* 
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W gBH pr is with a heavy heart that I take up my pen 
write tliese the last words in which I shall 
record the singular gifts by which my 
friena Mr. Sherlock Holmes was distinguished. 
In an incoherent and. as I deeply ieel, an 
.entirely inadequate fashioif, I have endeavoui^ to give 
some account of ‘my strange experiences in his company 
from the chance which first brought us together at the 
period of the ‘‘ Study jn Scarlet,” up to the. time of his 
interference in the mattej* of the “ Naval Treaty ” — an in^ 
terference whi#h had the unquestionaT:)le effj^ct of prevent 
ing a serious international complication It was my in- 
tention to have stopped there, and to have said nothing 
0ft4h€Lt %vent* which has created a void in my life which 
the lapse of two years has done little to filL My hand 
has"been forced, however, by tha recent letters in which 
Colonel James Moriarty defends the memory of his 
brother, and \ l^ave no choice but to lay the fads before the 


public ^jiaetJy as they occurred. I alone know the abso- 
lute trutl^ of the matter, and I am satisfied that the time 
has cojne when no good purpose is to be served by its sup- 
pressifin. As . far as I know, there have been only three 
aK3couri4?s the public Press : that the Journal^ (h 
OeTiive upon May 6th, 1891, the Reuter's de ^jiat ch in the 
English papers upon May 7th, and finally recenrtetters 
to which I have alluded. Of these the first and secoiHB 
were extremely condensed, yphil^ the lastfis, as I^hatf now 
show; absolute perveission of the facts. It li^j.yii.h ^ 
tiy'^ll time w^at really took pladl?, 

4r6fessor<|MGrriarty and MriSherlock‘ Holmes. 
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* It may be rj^embered that after my Carriage, and my 
subsequent ft‘art| in private prkctice, the Wry intimaterfe- 
lations which haji existed between Ho|mes and myself 
became to some extent modified. H/i still Varne to me 
from time to time when he desired a companion in his 
investigations, but these occasions grew more ♦and more 
seldom, until I fiiJd that in the year ,1890 there were only 
three* cases of which I retain any record. During the 
winter of that ybar and the eaiiy spring of 1891, 1 saw in 
the papers that he had bWn engaged by the French 
Government upon a matter of supreme importance, and I 
received two notes from Holmes, dated from Narbonne 
and from Nimes, from which I gatherefvl that (lis stay in 
France was likely to be a long one. It was with some 
surprise, therefore, that I saw* him walk into my consult- 
ing-room upon the evening of the 24th qf April. It struck 
me that he was looking even paler and thinner than 
usual. 

Yes, I have been using myself up rather too freely,*' 
he remarked, in answer to my* look ratl^r than to my 
words; ^^I liaVejDeen a little pressed of late. Have you 
any objection to my closing your shutters ? ** 

The oi*ly light in the room came from the Ir^inp i^pn 
the table at wjiich I had been reading. Holnies edfged 
his way round the wall, and flinging the shutters together, 
he bolted them securely.* 

You are^afraid of something? ’* I asked. 

“Well, lam.” 

“Of what ? 

“ Of air-guns.” 

“ My dear Holmes, what do you mean ? ” 

“ I tliink that you know me well enough, Watson, to 
urfderstand that I Um by no means a nervous nTan. At 
ijie it is stupidity rather than courage to 

^:?fuse to recc/gnise danger when it is close upon you. 
Might 1^ troubl^ you foe a* match?” He drev in the 
of his cigarette as if "tJie soothing influence was 
him. . ^ 

“I must apologize for calli^ig so late,” sajd 
must further bep- you to be so unconventional as to'^alldw 
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to leave yourfcouse prespDtly by scraifiW»Mig over your 
ba(!k garden wali” 

But whal; dots it all mean ?” I asked. 

He held out bis*hand, and I saw in the light of the 
lany> that^two of his knuckles were burst and bleeding. 

‘Hit’s not an airy nothing, you see,” said be, smiling. 
^On the contrary, ii^is solid enough for a man to^break 
his hand over. Is Mrs. Watson in ? ” 

“ She is away upon a visit.8 

“ Indeed ! You are alone ? ” 

“ Quite.” 

“Then^t mak^s it the easier for me to propose that 
you should come away with me for a week on to the (Con- 
tinent.” 

“Where?” 

“ Oh, anywhere. It’s all the same to me.” 

There was something very strange in all this. It was 
not Holmes’s nature to take an aimless holiday, and 
something about his ‘pale, worn face told me that his 
nerves were at^heir highest tension.* He ^aw the ques- 
tion in niy eyes, and, putting his finger-tips together 
and his elbows upon his knees, he explained Uie situ- 
aBfwi, 

•‘ You have probably never heard of Professor Mori- 
arty*? ” said he. 

“Never.” 

“ Aye, therejs the genius and the wonder of the thing ! ” 
hecriecj^. • “The man pervades London, and no one has 
heard of lym. That’s what puts him on a pinnacle in the 
record.^ of crime. I tell you, Watson, in all seriousness, 
that if I could beat that man, if I could free society of 
him, I^should feel that my own carqpr had reached .its* 
summit, and l^sliould be prepared to turn t o^sorn e more 
placid line in life. Between ourselves, th^ jecenL ^es fn^ 
which I have*’been of assistance to the Koyal Familj^* 
Scandinavia*, and to the Breach ^epublic^ have Ibft me* in , 
such u^^Tpsition that I coalfl continue to live in 
fa<^s.^on Sli^ich is most cong^ial to me,*d.nd to ctTucemraie 
rijy'ittentiop^upoil my cheikical researches.. But I could 

nrit iitiaf- Wntann. T nmilH nf#-. Rif, miip+ -in. mv fhflTr. if I 
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thought that^ach a man ap Professol Moriarty we|f» 
talking the* streets of London nnclialiengljd.” 

‘‘What has he done, then ?” 

“His career has been an extraordihary one. He is a 
man of good birth and excellent education, endowed by 
Nature with a phe9,omenal mathematical faculty. At flie 
age of twenty-one he wrote a treatise upon the Binomial 
Theorem, which* has had a European vogue. On the 
jstrength of it, he won the Mathematical Chair at one of 
4ur smaller Universities, and had, to all appearance, a most 
briliant career before him. But the man had hereditary 
tendencies of the most diabolical kind. ,A criminal strain 
ran in his blood, which, instead of being modified, was in- 
creased and rendered infinitely more dangerous by his 
extraordinary mental powers.* Dark rumours gathered 
round him in the University town, and eventually he was 
compelled to resign his Chair and to come down to Lon- 
don, where he set up as an Army coach. So much is 
known to the world, but what I aoi telling you now is 
what I have n^yself discovered. 

“ As you are av»are, Watson, there is no one who knows 
the higher criminal world of London so well as I do. For 
years pasf. I have continually been conscious of soipe pc^rrCr 
behind the malefactor, some deep organizing power whitih 
for ever stands in the way of the law, and throws its shield 
over the wrong-doer. Again and again in cases of the 
most varying^ sorts — forgery cases, robberies, murders — I 
have felt the presence. of this force, and I have de deuced its 
action in many of those undiscovered crimes ^n which I 
have not been personally consulted. For years I h^ve en- 
deavoured to break through the veil which shrouded it, 
end at last the tiqje came when I seized my thread and 
followed iU ,until it led me, after a thousand cunning 
winaffigs‘,to e^^Professor Moriarty of mathematical cele- 
ll^ty. 

“He i§ the ICapoleon 'of « crime, Watson.* He is the 
egr^ani'^^^of half that is evil andof nearly all that is un- 
deteSle^ fd this great city. HJe is a genius, a ph^rbsoji^T, 
an abstract thicker. ‘He has af brain of the fiiyt/)rder.^ 
motionless, like a spide’\T5a tho centre of ilT Web, bSit 
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that web has a Ihousand radiations, an(Oe knows well 
etcyy quiver of ^ch of theiA. He does litueTiimself. He 
only plans. Buf bis agents are numerous and splendidly 
organized, is tSier^ a crinae to be done, a paper to be 
abstracted, we will say, a house to be rifled, a man to be 
retnoved-*-tl)e word is passed to the Professor, the matter 
is organized and caryed out. The ag^t may be caught* 
In that case money is found for his bail or his defence, 
But the central power which uses thd agent is never 
caught — never so much af suspected. This was the 
organization which I deduced, Watson, and which I 
devoted my whole energy to exposing and breaking 
up. 

But the Professor was ienced round with safeguards so 
cunningly devised that, do»what I would, it seemed im- 
possible to get evidence which could convict 'n a court of 
law. You know my powers, my dear Watson, and yet at 
the end of three months I was forced to confess that I had 
at last met an antagonist who was my intellectual equal. 
My horror at l^is crimes ^as lost in my admiration at his 
skill. But at last he made a trip — only'a little, little 
trip — but it was more than he could afford, when I was so 
ck}se upon him, I had my chance, and, starring from 
t^aTpoiftt, I have woven my net round hipa until now it is 
all jjeady to close. In three dajs, that is to say on Mon- 
day next, matters will be ripe, and the Professor, with all 
the principal members of his gang, will be ig the handsel 
the police. Then will come the greatest criminal trial ol 
the cei^tury, the clearing up of over forty mysteries, and 
the rope* for all of them — but if we move at all pre- 
maturely, you understand, they may slip out of our hands 
even at the last moment. 

‘‘ Now, if I could have done this wittiout the knowledge 
of Professor Moriarty, all would have been JH^it be 

was too wily for that. He saw every step*which I took^ 
draw my toils round him. ^Again and ^ain h^ strave tc 
break Dfway, but I as ofteh,h^ded him om I tell vou, my 
friejid, ,rhat if a detaile'd account of that siUrftwsStete&t 
b^ written, it wouid take its place as 'the most 
tTilWnt lit^'of* thrust-andJparry work in* the history ol 
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detection, have I risen to such aVheight, and never 

have I been*§o hard pressed ify an oppoi^nt. He cut de^, 
and yet I just undercut him. This mon^ng the last steps 
were taken, and three days only wer^ wanted to complete 
the business. I was sitting in my room thinking the 
matter "over, when the door opened and Professed: Moriai ty 
^ood before me. ♦ ^ 

My nerves are fairly proof, Watson, but I must 
confess to a staH when I saw the very man who had been 
so much in my thoughts standing there on my threshold. 
His appearance was quite familiar to me. He is extremely 
tall and thin, his forehead domes out in a white curve, 
and his two eyes are deeply sunken in* his he^d. He is 
clean-shaven, pale,and ascetic-looking, retaining something 
of the professor in his features. His shoulders are rounded 
from much study, and his face protrudps forward, and is* 
for ever slowly oscillating from side to side in a curiously 
reptilian fashion. He peered at me with great curiosity 
in his puckered eyes. 

‘^‘You have less* frontal de\^elopment |than I should 
have expected,’ said he at last. ^ It is a dangerous habit 
to finger load^*^firearms in the pocket of one’s dressing- 

‘‘The fact is that upon his entrance I had instantly 
recognised the extreme personal danger in which l^.lay. 
The only conceivable escape for him lay in silencing my 
tongue. In^an instant I had slipped the revolver from 
the drawer into my pocket, and was covering him through 
the cloth. At his remark I drew the weapon* 6ut and 
laid it cocked upon the table. He still smiled afid blinked 
but there was something about his eyes which mljide me 
feel very glad that I had it there. 

‘ You evidently don’t know me,’ said he. 

, contrary,’ I answered, ‘I tl)4uk it is fairly 

.l^vident that I*do. Pray take a chair. I pan spare you 
five‘.minqtes if TOU have Ruylhing to say.’ 

. ^‘‘All that r have to saj^ has already crosse^l .your 
he. 

“ ‘ Then possibly, my answer has crossed ^our^^lfl 
renlied. 
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** ‘ You stand feist ? ’ 

^ Absolutely. V 

He clapped l^s hand into his pockeh, and I raised the 
pistol froui the table. But he merely drew out a memo- 
randum-book in which he had scribbled some dates. 

‘ You tirossed my path on the 4th of January/ said h^ 
‘On the 23rd you incommoded me;*bythe middle of 
February I was seriously inconvenienced by you; at the 
end of March I was absolute^ hampered in my plans ; 
and now, at the close of April, I find myself placed in 
such a position through your continual persecution that I 
am in positive danger of losing my liberty. Tfie situation 
is becornirfg an inapossible one/ 

. “ ‘ Have you any suggestion to make ? ’ I asked. 

“ ‘ You must drop it, Mr. •Holmes,’ said he, swaying his 
face about. ‘ You really must, you know.’ 

‘ After Monday,’ said 1. 

‘‘ ‘ Tut, tut ! ’ said he. ‘ I am quite sure that a man of 
your intelligence will gee^that there can be but one out- 
come to this iiffair. It is necessai^ that J 04 should 
withdraw. You have worked things in# such a fashion 
that we have only one resource left. It has been an 
inte]ji^.ctual treat to me to see the way in which /ou have 
giCppfedVith this affair, and I sa/, unaffectedly, that it 
would ba a grief to me to be forced to take any extreme 
measure. You smile, sir, but I assure you that it really 
would.’ 

‘‘ * Danger is* part of my trade,’ I remarked. 

‘‘‘This is not danger,’ said he. ‘It is inevitable 
destructioil. You stand in the way not merely of an 
individual, but of a mighty organization, the full extent 
of whicliyi^u, with all your cleverness, have been unable JLo 
realize. You must stand clear, Mr. HoTmes, o^be trodden 
under foot.’ 


‘“I am afraid,’ said I, risiigg, ‘ that in t'Be pleasure 31 
this conversaj^ion I am neglecting businesf of iinportah^e 
‘ V^mh.aiilaits me elsewherp.’. ’ 

r.('|e also and looked at me . in silence, sha'kiflg'^liis 
he^d^^adiy,. ^ ^ 

T ‘ ^ell*»fdl/ said he at laiSt. ‘ It seems a pity, Jbut I 
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have done I could. I .know evei^ move of yow 
‘game. ' You can .do nothing before Moncjjy. It has b®en 
a duel between you and me, Mr. Holme^. You hope to 
place me in the dock. I tell you that I will* never stand 
in the dock. You hope to beat me. I tell you that you 
will never beat me. If you are clever enouglf to brifi^ 
destruction upon me, rest assured th»t I shall do as much 
«to yoii.’ 

‘ You have paid me several compliments, Mr. Mori- 
arty,’ said I. ‘ Let me pay you one in return when I say 
that if I were assured of the former eventuality I would, in 
the interests of the public, cheerfully accept the latter.’ 

‘‘ < I can promise you the one but not the •bther,’ he 
snarled, and so turned his rounded back upon me and went 
peering and blinking out of the room. 

‘‘ That was my singular interview with Professor Mori- 
arty. I confess that it left an unpleasant effect upon my 
mind. His soft, precise fashion of speech leaves a con- 
viction of sincerity which a merpbplly could not produce. 
Of course, you will sky : ‘ Why not take poHce precautions 
against him iThe reason is that I am well convinced 
that it is from his agents the blow would fall. I have the 
best of firoofs that it would be so.” 

You have already been assaulted ?” 

^ My dear Watson, Professor Moriarty is not a» man 
who lets the grass grow under his feet. I went out about 
midday to tiansact some business in Oxford Street. As I 
jiassed the corner which leads from Bentin*ck Street on to 
the Wei beck Street crossing a two-horse van furiously 
driven whizzed round and was on me like a flash. I sprang 
for the foot path and saved myself by the fraction of a 
segond. The van dashed round from Maryleboife lane and 
was gone in an instant. I kept to the pavement after 
thatr'^^^mt^on, but as I walked down Veft? Street a brick 
'cdme down from the roof o^ one of the houses, and was 
to fragments aC my feet. I called the police and 
had.JbJxe place examined. The;re were slates arit? bricVi, 
the roof preparatory to some repairs^ andv^ey 
would have me believe that t^he wind hacj topplpd ovA?r^ae 
of . these. Of course I knrw better, hut i lonldv nnwe 
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BQfliing. I took a cab after |hat and reach^fr brotber^s 
rooifis in Pall Majjl, where I spent the day. Now 1* have 
come round tp yon, and on my way I was attacked by a 
rough with a bludgeon. I knocked him down, and the 
police have him in custody ; but I can tell you with the 
most absolute confidence that no possible connection will 
ever be traced between the gentleman upon whose front 
teeth I have barked my knuckles and the Retiring mathe- 
matical coach, who is, I dareVay> working out problems 
upon a black-board ten miles away. You will not wonder, 
Watson, that my first act on entering your rooms was to 
close your shutters^ and that I have been compelled to ask 
your permission to leave the house by some less con- 
spicuous exit than the front door.” 

^ I had oiten admired friend’s courage, but never 
more than now, a» he sat quietly checking oflF a series oi 
incidents which must have combined to make up a day ol 
horror. 

“ You will spend the jaight here ? ” I said. 

No, my friend ; you might find me dangerous 
guest. I have my plans laid, and ali will be well. 
Matters have gone so far now that they can move without 
ms Iwlp js faf as the arrest goes, though my prdfeence is 
n^ssary for a conviction. *It is obvious, therefore, that 1 
cannft do better than get away .for the few days which 
remain before the police are at liberty to act. It would 
be a great pleasure to me, therefore, if you comid come on 
to the CoT^tinent with me.” 

The practice is quiet,” said I, and I have an accom- 
modating neighbour. I should be glad to come.” 

“ An5 to start to-morrow morning ? ” 

If necessary.” 

^^Oh, yes, it is most necessary. Then these are youi 
instructions, affR I beg, my dear Watson, tfiSi ym!L*^ill 
obey them to the letter, for yqu are now playing a double 
handed gam<i with me against^ thd cleverest rogue# and;t^< 
^{i^^pi^werful syndicate of* criminals in Europe. .Nov 
lij^en^ -You will diapatcli whatever luggage yen 5l(^nd 
to|\e4ce fiv a tijisty messeitger unaddressed to *Vi^rit 
to^iaht. kh the momms: Wu will send for a hajisom 
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desiring yqjpi^^nan to take neither the first nor the second 
which may piiesent itself. Into this hansom yoirwill 
lump, and you# will drive to the Strand end of the 
Lowther Arcade, handing the addresc to the cabman upon 
a slip, of paper, with a request that he will not throw it 
,away. Have your fare ready, and the instant that fbux 
cab stops, dash through the Arcade, timing yourself to 
reach the other side at a quarter-part nine. You will find 
a small brougliam waiting.elose to the curb, driven by a 
fellow with a heavy black cloak tipped at the collar with 
red. Into this you will step, and you will reach Victoria 
in time fol the Continental express.” 

Where shall I meet you ? ” 

“ At the station. The second first-class carriage Irom 
the front will be reserved for^^us.” 

The carriage is our rendezvous, then ? ” 

«Yes.” 

It was in vain that I asked Holmes to remain for the 
evening. It was evident to m;^ that he thought he 
might bring trouble to the roof he was^under, and that 
that was the*" motive which impelled him to go. With a 
few hurried words as to our plans for the morrow he rose 
and cailie out with me into the garden, chiTnberin^ yjg ver 
the wall which leaded into Mortimer Street, a^nd inogfiie- 
diately whistling for ^ hansom, in which I brf^ard^ him 
drive away. 

In the morning I obeyed Holmes's injunctions to the 
letter. A hansom was procured with such precautions as 
would prevent its being one which was placed rcaflyfor us, 
and I drove immediately after breakfast to the Lowther 
Arcade, through which I hurried at the top of rrly speed. 
A brougham was waiting with a very massive driyer 
wrapped in dark cloak, who, the instant that I had 
stcpp^id'^, whipped up the horse and” rattled off to 
Victoria Stattbn. On my alighting tbere.riie turned the 
carriage^ and dashed away without so much^ as a look in 
my defection. 

‘ ' ^e^aV»all had. gone admirably. My luggage was. wait- 
ing ‘i'or me, and I had lio difficulty in finding thfe ca^rlK 
which Holmes had indicated/ the less so as it'^s the o 
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one in the train which was marked “Enga^B.” My only 
soiir^e of anxiety now was thb non-appearance gf Holmes. 
The station cloclf marked only seven luinutes from* the 
time when we were, due to start. In vain I searched 
among the groups of travellers and leave-takers &r the 
litfee figure? of my friend. There was no sign of him. 
spent a few minutes iq assisting a venerable Italian priest, 
who was endeavouring tj make a porter understand, in- 
his broken English, that his •luggage was to be booked 
through to Paris. Then, having taken another look 
round, I returned to my carriage, where I found that the 
porter, in spite of the ticket, had given me my decrepit 
Italian frie::>d as a*travelling companion. It was useless 
for me to explain to him that his presence was an in- 
trusion, for my Italian was*even more limited than his 
English, so I shrugged my shoulders resignedly and con- 
tinued to look out anxiously for my friend. A chill of 
fear had come over me, as I thought that his absence 
might mean that some blow had fallen during the night. 
Already the dqprs had all been shut and the, whistle 
blown, when 

‘‘ My dear Watson,” said a voice, ‘^you nave not even 
condescended to say good morning.” 

l^^tufneft in incontrollabte astonishment. The aged 
eccles^istig had turned his face ^towards me. For an 
instant the wrinkles were smoothed away, the nose drew 
away from the chin, the lower lip ceased to jjcotrude and 
the mouth to iftiimble, the dull eyes regained their tire, 
the droo^Ting figure expanded. The next the w hole frame 
colla])sed, aftd Holmes had gone as quickly as he had come. 

Goo^ heavens ! ” 1 cried. ‘‘ How you startled me ! ” 

Every precaution is still necessary,” he whispered. 1 
have rt^ason to think that they are hot u|:)on our trail. Ah, 
there is Moriai*t5* himself.” 

The train had. already begun to move as flolmes spokS 
Gltocing bacl^ I saw a tall man pushing his way farioifsly 
tifough^^he crowd and waving his hand as if he desyfed tc 
haVe^t^ .train stopped. It was too late^ however, 

^weij5 rapidly gathering momentum, and an instant later, hat’ 
shoTti cfear of the station. 
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With ail cj||r precautions, you see 4hat we have cut it 
rather fine^’ said Holmes, laughing. He rose, and ttprOw- 
ing off the blaci^ cassock and hat whicft had formed his 
disguise, he packed them away in ah^n^-bag. 

Have you seen the morning paper, Watson ? ” 

^‘No> 

“ You haven’t ^een about Baker Street, then ? ” 

Baker Street ? ” 

^‘They set fife to our rooms last night. No great harm 
was done.” ^ 

Good heavens, Holmes ! This is intolerable.” 

They must have lost my track completely after their 
bludgeon-man was arrested. Otherwise they could not 
have imagined that I had returned to my rooms. They 
have evidently taken the preaiution of watching you, how- 
ever, and that is what has brought ]\^|^oriarfy to VictoriJ*. 
You could not have made any slip in coming ? ” 

I did exactly what you advised.” 

Did you find your brougham ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, it was waiting.” ' " ^ 

Did you’recpgnise your coachman ? ” 

« No.” 

It was my brother My croft. It is an advantag e to get 
about in such a case without taking a mercenary inSTylur 
confidence. But we must plan what we are tc^ d(\ about 
Moriarty now.” 

‘‘As this is an express, and as the boat runs in con- 
nection with it, I should think we havef shaken him off 
very effectively,” 

‘‘My dear Watson, you evidently did not» realize my 
meaning when I said that this man may be takeu as being 
quite on the same intellectual plane as mystlf. You do 
not imagine that If I were the pursuer I should allow* my- 
oaffled by so slight an obstr^le. Why, then, 
'iiiould you tMnk so meanly of him ? ” 

What will do ? ”*i 

“ What I should do.” 

Wfcsst woidd you do, then ? 

•^Engage a speci?il.” 

But it must be late*” 
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** By no means.. This train stops at Cinterbury; and 
there is always at least a qu|i.rter of an hold’s delay at the 
boaf. He will qatch us there.” 

Oue woul^i tLtnk that we were the criminals. Let ns 
have him arrested od his arrival.” 

It wouid be to ruin the work of three montha We 
should get the big fish, but the small^ would dart righjt 
and left out of the net. On Monday we should have them 
all. No, an*arrest is inadmissible.” 

“ What then ? ” 

“We shall get out at Canterbuiy.” 

“ And then ? ” 

“Well, t^ien wei, must make a cross-country journey to 
Newhaven, and so over to Dieppe. Moriarty will again do 
'^hat I should do. He will get on to Paris, mark down our 
kiggage, and wait for two^days at the dej>ot. In the 
meantime we shall treat ourselves to a couple of carpet 
bags, encourage the manufactures of the countries through 
which we travel, and make our way at our leisure into 
Switzerland, via Luxembourg and Basle.” 

I am too old^a traveller to allow nayself ^o be.seriously 
inconvenienced by the loss of my luggage, but I confess 
that I was annoyed at the idea of being forced to dodge 
ai^ jside^ before a man whose record was black Vith uu- 
ntOerable infamies. It was evident* however, that Holmes 
unde/stoM the situation more •clearly tlian I did. At 
Canterbury, therefore, we alighted, only to find that we 
should have ty wait an hour before we could get a train 
to Newhiaven. 

I was ^ill looking rather ruefully after the rapidly 
disappearing luggage van which contained my wardrob^ 
when Holjnes pulled my sleeve and pointed up the line. 
Already, you see,” said he. 

tu away fr^m among the Kentish woods ^here arose a 
thin spray of smoke. A minute later a^ carn^ig^s 
e^gine could be seen flying itlong the oi)en curve whii^ * 
leads to the* station. W^ had hardly time to ^take^our 
biehind a pile of luggage when it passed witjp m zattle 1 
ah<| a foari beating a blast of hot air into our 

There he gees,” said Holmes, *^8 we watched^' the 
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Carriage swinjjfcf and rock over the points. Thf're are 
limits^ you to our friend’s intelligence. It w;)u]d 
have. been a coiip-de-maitre had he dedifced whnt I would 
deduce arid aete(f accordingly.’’ 

“And what would he have done had he overtaken 
us ?” 

' “ There cannot® be the least doubt that he would have 
made a murderous attack upon me. ‘it is, how^ever, a game 
at which two riftiy play. The question now is whether we 
should take a premature lunch here, or run our chance of 
starving before we reach the buffet at Newhaven.” 

We made our way to Brussels that night and spent two 
days there, moving on upon the third d>ay as frr as Stras- 
burg. On the Monday morning Holmes had telegraphed 
to the London police, and in the evening we found a reply 
waiting for us at our hotel. Holmes tore it open, and 
then with a hitter curse hurled it into the grate. 

“ I might have knoWn it,” he groaned. “ He has 
escaped ! ” 

“Moriarty!” 

They have secured the whole gang wfth the exception 
of him. He has given them the slip. ( ff course, when I 
had leftrthe country there was no one to cv)pe with him. 
But I did think that I had put the game in thBir^!Sf»]ig^ 

I think that you had better return to England, W^son,*' 
“Why?” 

“Because you will find me a dangerous companion* 
now. This man’s occupation is gone. He is lost if he 
returns to London. If I read his character rigl*t he will 
devote his whole energies to revenging hirnsek* upon me. 
He said as much in our short interview, and I fancy that 
he meant it. I should certainly recommend yen to return 
td your practice.”^ 

h^ftrdly an appeal to be successful with one who 
an old caanpaigner as well as an old friend. We sat 
in .the ^trasburg salle-OrmO/riger arguing the question for 
half an hour, but the same night we had resumed our 
find were well on our why to Geneva, 
i^r a charming week we wandered up the Valley ot^ttie - 
lihone. and then, branchin^Tr off at Leak, we Tr ade our wav 



THE ^INAL PROBLEM. 243 

over the Gemmi Pa«s, still deep m snow, so, by way of 
Intejlakeii, to Meiringen. It was a lovely mp, the dainty 
green of the spritig below, the virgin whife of fhe winter 
above ; but it*was*cl^ar to me that never for one instant 
did Holmes forget the shadow which^ lay across him. In 
the- homely Alpine villages or in the lonely mountain 
passes, I could still tell, by his quick glancing eyes and* 
his sharp sc|;utiny of^ every face that passed us, that he 
was well convinced that, W!k,>where we wbuld, we could 
not walk ourselves clear of tlieManger which was dogging 
our footsteps. 

Once, I remember, as we passed over the G^emmi, and 
■k walked along the terder of the melancholy Daubensee, a 
large rock which had been dislodged from the ridge upon 
our right clattered down and* roared into the lake behind 
us. In an instant Holmes had raced up on to the ridge, 
and, standing upon a lofty pinnacle, craned bis neck in 
every direction. It was in vain that our guide assured 
him that a fall of stones was a common chance in the 
'spring-time at that spot! He said nothing, but he smiled 
at me with the lir of a man who sees the Ailfill'ment of 
that which he had expected. 

And yet for all his watchfulness he was nover de- 
^r#se5. iOn the contrary,*! can never rejsollect having 
een himjn such exuberant spirits. Again and again he 
'^•ecurred to the fact that if he^could be assured that 
society was freed from Professor Moriarty, he \vould cheer- 
fully bring his 9wn career to a conclusion. 

‘‘ I think that I may go so far as to say, Watson, that I 
have not lived wholly in vain,” he remarked. “If my 
record were closed to-night I could still survey it with 
equanimit}^ The air of London is the sweeter for ray 
presence.* In over a thousand cases I ant not aware thaf I 
have ever used ‘Why powers upon the wrong sMe. ,i^f l^e 
I have been tempted to look into the problems furnished 
by Nature rather than thosd* mi>re superficial qpes for 
•which Oyj* artificial state of sdciety is responsible. ^Y6ur 
meir^oirs wdll draw to an ehd, Watson, upon the^5'’5^®^‘ 
I oiK)wn ray career by the capture or ’exlinction* ofVhe 
most dani^e?^^us aftd capable criminal in Europe.” 
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* I shall bey)rief, and yet exact, the little which 
lemains for irli to tell. It^is not a subject on which I 
would willingly dwell, and yet I am coniicious that a duty 
devolves npon mfe to omit no detail. 

It was upon the 3rd of May thatVe reached the little 
village of Meiringen', where we put up at the^’Englisqh.er 
*Hof, then kept by Peter Steiler the elder. Our landlord 
was .an intelligent man, and spote excellent English, 
having served for three yea^is as' waiter at the Grosvenor 
Hotel in London. At Ms*advioe, upon the afternoon of 
the 4th we set off together with the intention of crossing 
the hills and spending the night at the Hamlet of Bosen- 
laui. We had strict injunctions, howe«?er, on^uo account ^ 
to pass the falls of Beichenbach, which are about half-way 
up the hill, without making p, small detour to see them. 

It is, indeed, a fearful place. The torrent, swollen by 
the melting snow, plunges into a tremendous abyss, from 
which the spray rolls up Uke the smoke from a burning 
house. The shaft ir to which the river hurls ft self is an 
immense chasm, lived by glisteniiig, coal-black rock, and 
narrowing into a creaming, boiling pif of incalculable 
depth, which bVims over and shoots the stream onward 
over its^agged lip. The long sweep of green water roar- 
ing for ever down, and the«thick flickering mrfShJ^of 
spray hissing ^for ever upwards, turn a man giddy^ ^ith 
their constant whirl aid clamour. We stood near the 
edge peering down at the gleam of the breaking water far 
below us against the black rocks, and listening to the 
half-human shout which came booming up with the spray 
out of the abyss. « 

The path has been cut half-way round the fall to afford 
a c "mplete view, but it ends abruptly, and tfce traveller 
IVfcS to return as he came. We had turned to do so, when 
Sviss lad come running along it/vith a letter in 
hand. IW bore the mark of the hotel , which we had 
just left, and was addressed to me by the landlord. It 
appeared that within a very few minutes of our, leaving,. 
aji/S^gJjsh ladgr had arrived who was in the last 'stage .of 
confomption. She had wintered at Davos Platz, and iwas 
journeying now to 'join he|i friends at ‘Lucq^ne, when a 
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Budden hdmorrhag#had overtaken her. thought 

thatfshe could hardly live a few hours, bu^^it would* be a 
•great consolation^ her to see an Englisl; doctor, andj if I 
would only return, etc., etc. The good Steiler assured 
me in a postscript that he would himself look upqn my 
cdhipliance^ as a very great favour, since the lady^ 
absolutely retused to isee a Swiss physician, and he 
could not but feel that he. was incurring a great responsi- 
bility. 

The appeal was one which could not be ignored. It was 
Impossible to refuse the request of a fellow-countrywoman 
dying in a strange land. Yet I had my scruples about 
Meaving Ho?mes. It was finally agreed, however, that he 
should retain the young Swiss messenger with him as 
guide and companion while I returned to Meiringen. 
My friend would st^y some little time at the fall, he said, 

‘ and would then walk slowly over the hill to Rosenlaui, 
where I was to rejoin him in the evening. As I turned 
away I saw Holmes with his back against a rock and his 
arms folded, gasqng down at the rush* of the waters. It 
was the last that I was ever destined to se^e of him in this 
world. 

Wh<^n I was near the bottom of the descent > looked 
ba%. •It*' was impossible, from tha# position, to see the 
fall, b it k could see the curving j)ath which winds over 
the shoulder of the hill and leads to it. Along this a 
man was, I remember j, walking very rapidly. •! could see 
his black figure*clearly outlined against the green behind 
him. I faoted him, and the energy with which he walked, 
but he passed from my mind again as I hurried on upon 
my errajid,. 

It may have teen a little over an hour before I reached 
Mefeingen. Old Steiler was standing aff the porch of his 
hotel. 

Well,’’ said. I, as I came hurrying up, I trust that 
5he is no worse ? ” 

A look? of surprise passed, over his face, and at the first 
quiver .of his eyebrows my heart tum^ ^ lead* iT\ my 
breast. 

You df b not write this ft saia, pumnff me leirer 



2^6, OF !mERLOC^ HOLMES. 

6:oin my poc^^^t. There is no sick'' Englishwoman in 
the h5tel ? ’’ 

Certainly not,” he cried. But it lias the hotel mark 
upon it ! Ha ! it must have been Trritteri by that tall 
Englishman who came in after you had gone. He 
^aid ” ^ 

But I waited for none of the landlord’s explanations. 
In a ’tingle of fear I was already running djwn the vil- 
lage street, and making for/the path wliich I had so lately 
descended. It had taken me an hour to come down. 
For all my efforts, two more had passed before I found 
myself at the fall of Eeichenbach once more. There was 
Holmes’s Alpine-stock still leaning against the rock by 
which I had left him. But there was no sign of him, and 
it was in vain that I shouted. My only answer was my 
own voice reverberating in a rolling e<^ho from the cliffs 
around me. 

It was the sight of that Alpine-stock which turned me 
cold and sick. He had not gone to Kosenlaui; then. He 
had remained on that three-foot path, wHh sheer wall on 
one side and sheer drop upon the other, until his enemy 
had overtaken him. The young Swiss had gone too. He 
bad prcfoably been in the pay of Moriarty; and h^ left 
the two men dogethftr. Ancf then what had Ihipfieneii ? 
Who was to tell us whaf, had happened then? . s 

I stood for a minute or two to collect myself, for I was 
dazed witb^ the horror of the thing. Then I began to 
think of Holmes's own methods and to** try to practise 
them in reading this tragedy. It was, alas ! only too easy 
to do. During our conversation we had not gone to the 
end of the path, and the Alpine-stock marked . the place 
where we had stood. The blackish soil is kd]:)t for ever 
soft by the incessant drift of spray, and a bird w5uld 
le^.ve'^s tread upon it. Two lines of'ibotmarks were 
Clearly marl^ed along the further end of the path, both 
leadings away from me.^ There were none I'eturning. A 
levy yards from the end the sqU was all ploughed up into 
mu(i,.and the brambles and ferns which fringed 
the cb ism were torn and bedraggled. ^ I lay upon^ my 
face, and peered over, witu tbe spray spoV?tiiig up all 
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rouna me. # It had ^ai'kened since I had lefti and'now I 
ould only see here and there ^he glistening^f moisture 
-oon the black walli, and far away down at the end of the 
laft the gleans of^he broken water. I •shouted; but 
aly that same half-human cry of the fall was borne, back 
) my ears. 

But it was destined that I should after^ all have a last 
;word of greeting from* my friend and comrade. I have 
;said that his Alpine-stock Had been left leaning against a 
rock which jutted on to the path. From the top of this 
boulder the gleam of something bright caught my eye, 
and, raising my hand, I found that it came from the 
i^ilver cigarette case which he used to carry. As I took it 
up a small squrue of paper upon which it had Iain 
fluttered down on to the ground. Unfolding it I found 
th?tt it consisted of three pages torn from his note-book 
‘^Cn?l addressed to me. It w'as characteristic of the man 
tliat the direction was as precise, and the writing as firm 
an3 clear, as though it had been written in his study. 

‘‘My dear Watson,” ho said, “ I v;rite these few lines 
through the courtesy of ]Mr. Moriarty, who awaits my 
convenience for the final discussion of those questions 
which lie between ns. He has been giving me a sketch 
of (I he ■fnc.^'hods by which he avoided the English^ police 
and k^pt ^himself informc;d of our movertients. They 
certainly confirm the very high ' opinion which I had 
formed of his abilities. I am pleased to think that I shall 
be able to freet society from any further efflScts of his 
presence, though 1 fear that it is at a cost which will give 
pain to my friends, and especially, my dear Watson, to 
you. I 4iave already explained to you, however, that my 
career ha5*in any case reached its crisis, and that no 
postiible Conclusion to it could be inore^oii genial to liSe 
than this. In^V^d, if I may make a full c^ifession to 
you, I was quity. convinced that the letter frc^i JMcirlng -n 
was a hoax, and I allowed yo« t^ depart on (that errand 
imder the persuasion Ihat^iOMte developmc^it of this sert 
would follow. Tell Inspector Patterson tfiat the.} :ipei> 
whijh he needs to convict the gang are in pigeiimhbiV 
M.. done unin a blue envelone and inscribed ‘ Moriaiitv. 
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I made oisposiuoii ot mj |:^perty bgtore leavis. 

England^ ai^i handed it to my brother Mycroft. , Pir 
give my greetings to Mwi. Watson/ a^ believe me to Y 
my dear fellow, 

*‘Very sincerely yours, 

‘‘ Sherlock Holmks.”, 

A few words may sufBoe to tell the little that remain 
An examination by experts leaves little doubt that 
personal contest between the ^two men en&ed, as it coul 
hardly fail to end in sur^h a situa^'tion, in their reelin 
over, locked in each other’s arms* Any attempt h 
recovering the bodies was absolutely hopeless, and there 
deep down in that dreadful caldron ef swirljng water aij 
ocefching foam, will lie for all time the most daugeroi 
criminal and the foremost champion of the law of the 
generation. The Swiss youth was never found again,* an 
there can be no doubt that he was ;5ne of the numeno*: 
agents whom Moriarty kept in his employ. to th 
gang, it will be within the memory of tl^e p lie hor 
completely the evidence wbioh Holmes had aceumulatoc 
exposed their organization, and how heavily the hand o 
the dead man rreighed upon them. Of their terrible chie 
few details came out during the proceeding, and if 
have now been conjpelled to make a clear state.uei;jt o 
his career, it* is due to those injudicious champion^^ whf 
have endeavoured to ‘i^lear his memory by attacks upot 
him whom I shall ever regard as the best and the wises 
man whoid I have ever known. 


THE EKD, 


tft Guat Britain by & Hons, Ldd.^ Rtadirng^ 








